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PRO *T OGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. * Le | 


T 00 Jong the Tragitk Maſe bath aw'd the Stage, 
And frightned Wives and Children with her Rage. 
70 long Drawcanſir roars, Parthenope wers, 

While ev'ry Lady cries, and Critick ſleeps. 

With Ghoſts, Rapes, Murders, tender Hearts they ad 
Or elſe, like Thunder, terrifie with Sound. 

When the Skill d Afreſs to her weeping Eyes, 

With artful Sigh, the Handkerchief applies, 

How griev's each Sympathizing Nymph appears ? 

And Box and Gallery beth melt in Tears. 

Or, when in Armour of Corinthian Braſs, 

Heroick Actor flares you in the Face, 

And cries aloud with Emphaſis that's fit, on ih 
Liberty, Freedom, Liberty and Briton ; | | 
While frowning, gaping for Applanſe be ſtands, | | 
What generous Briton can refuſe his Hands? 

Like the tame Animals deſign'd for Show, 

You have your Cues to clap, as they to bowe? 
Taught to commend, your Judgments have no Share; 
By Chance you gueſs aright, by Chance = err. 


But Handkerchiefs and Britain 1aid 4 0 


7 0- Night we mean to laugh, and not to chide. 
A 2 _ 


PROoLOEDT. 

} In Days of Yore, when Fools were held in Faſhion, 
: Tho now, alas ! al! haniſh'd from the Nation, 

| A merry Jeſter bad reform'd his Lord, 

Who wou'd have ſcorn'd the ſterner Stoick's Word. 


Bred in Democritus his laughing Schools, | 
Our Author flies ſad Heraclitus' Rules: 
No Tears, no Terror plead in his Beha; 


{ The aim of Farce is but to make you laugh. 
| Beneath the Tragicł or the Comick Name, 
ö Farces and Puppet ſhows ne er miſs of Fame. 
| Since then, in borrow'd Dreſs, the) ve pleaſed the Town ; 
' Condemn them not, appearing in their own. 
[ Smiles awe expect, from the Good-natur'd few; 
9 As ye are done by, ye Malicious, do; Ty 
11 And kindly laugh at him, who laughs at you. 
|} 
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SONG in the Firſt Act. 
AIR, Butter'd Peaſe. 
Luckleſs Sings. 


Does my deareſt Harriot ack 

M hat for Love I wou'd purſue ; 

Hou'd you, Charmer, know what Task 
I vou d undertake for you? 


Ask the bold Ambitious, what 
He for Honours won'd atchieve; 
Or the gay YValuptuons, that 
Which he'd not for Pleaſures give. 


Ask the Miſer what he'd do 

To amaſs exceſſive Gain; 
Or the Saint, what he'd purſue, 

His wiſh'd Heav'n to attain. 


| Theſe I wou'd attempt, and more; 
For oh! my Harriot zs to me, 
All Ambition, Pleaſure ſtore, 
Or what Heav 1 it ſelf can be. 


Harriot Sings. 


Fau'd my deareſt Luckleſs know, 
What his conſtant Harriot can, 
Her tender Love and Faith to ſhow, 


For her dear, her only Man? - 


Ask the Vain Coquet, what ſhe 
For Men's Adoration wou'd 
Or from Cenſure to be free, 
Ask the vile cenſorious Prude. 


In a Coach and Six to ride, 
hat the Mercenary Jade; 
Or the Widow, to be Bride 
To @ brisk, broad-ſb oulder'd Blade. 


Ab 


All 26 7 I won'd attempt for the, 
Cou'd ¶ but thy Paſſion fix; 
Thy Tongue my ſole Commander be, 

And Fey 4 Arms my Coach and Six. 


. Sonſ by Mr. Blurpage in the Second A, 


AI , Ye Commons and Peers. 


How unhappy's the Fate 
To live by one's Pate | 
And be forc'd to write Hathney for Bread? 
An Author's a Foke, 
To all manner of Folk, 
Fhere-ever he pops up his Head, bis Head, 
Fhere-ever he Pops up his Head, | 


Tho" be moant on that Hatk, 
Old Pegaſus' Bath, 
And of Helicon drink till be burſt, 
Net a Curſe of thoſt Streams, 
Poetical Dreams, 
They never can quench one's 7 by, &c. 


Ah! how ſhou'd he fly 
On Fancy ſo bigh, 
When his Limbs are in Durance and Hold ? 
Or how ſhou'd he charm, 
With Genius ſo warm, 
When his poor naked Boch 54 coll, &c.- 


Perſons 


Perſons in the FAR c E. 


ME N. 
Lucklefs, the «lt and Mafer 
3 $ Mr. Mullart. 
Witmore, bis Friend, Mr. Lacy. 
Marplay, „„ Mr. Reynolds. 
. _— — 
Bookweight, 4 Bookſeller, | Mir. Jones. 
Scarecrow,” Mr. Marſhal. 
D Scriblers. 5388 
Blotpage, }" > Mr. Wells, Jun. 
Jack, Servant to Lucklels, Mr. Achurch. 
 Jack-Pudding, 3 Mr. Reynolds. 
Bantomite, 1 Mr. Marſhal. 
WO M E N. 


Mrs. Money wood 5 the Author s 8 Mrs. Mullart: | 
Landlady, Dm 


_ Harriot, her Daughter, Miſs Palms, 


Perſons 


3 


Player, 


Conſtabl e, 


Mr. Dove. 
Mr. Nells. 


Murder- text, A Presbyterian Perſia, Mr. Hallam. 


Goddeſs of Nonſenſe, 
Charon, 

Curry, a Bookſeller, 
A Poet, 

Signior Opera, 


Don Tragedio, 
Sir Farcical Comick, 


Dr. Orator s 
Monfeur Pantomime, 
Mrs. Novel, 


- Robgrave, he Sexton, 


Saylor, 

Somebody, 
N obody, 
Punch, 


Joan, 
_ Lady Kingcall, 


Mrs. Cheat'em, 
Ars. Glaſs-ring, 


Mrs. Mullart. 
Mr. Ayres. 


"or. oe. 
Mr. FW. Hallam. 


— r. Stopler: 
r. Marſhal, 
— Davenpor 7. 


Mr. Jones. 


Mr. Knott. 
Mrs. Martin. 
Mr. Harris. 
Mr. Acburch. 


Mr. Harris, Jun. 


Mr . Wells, Jun. 
Mr. Reynolds. 
Mr. Hicks. 

Miſs Clarke. 
Mrs. Wind. 

Mrs. Blunt. 


THE 


Perſons in the Puxezr-Sfow. 
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ACT * SCENE . 
Luckleſs 1 Room in Mrs. Moneywood's Houſe 
Mrs. Moneywood, Harriot, and Luckleſs, 


MONEY W 00D. 


85 EVER tell me, Mr. Luckleſs, of your 
* Play, and your Play. I ſay, I muft be 
5 paid. I would no more depend on a Be- 
IS nefit- Night of an un- acted Play, than I 
would on a Benefit-Ticket in an undrawn 
Cou'd I have gueſs'd that I had a Poet in 


Lottery. 
my Houſe ! Cou'd I haye look'd for a Poet under Lac'd 
Cloaths! 

Luck. Why not, ſince you may often find Poverty 


under them? 
Money. Do you make a jeſt of my Misfortune, Sir? 


Luck. Rather, my Mis fortune. I am ſure I have 
a better Title to Poverty than you. You wallow 
in Wealth, and I know not where to dine. 


Money. N ever fear that; you'll never want a Dinner 
Li 
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2 The AU THOR FAR. 
eil you have dined at all the Earing-Houſes Fond. — 
Ae 3 hid their Doors eilt yob, the Ei Title 
is — and I think you are f6 kind, never to trouble them 

; "Lack. No and if you will give me leave to walk 

! out of your Doors, the De'el take me if ever I come 
8 nn: RR x 
ql / Money. Whenever you pleaſe, Sir; leaving your 
| + peine... | 

Tuct. All but my Books, dear Madam, they will be 

5 r . 

p Money. When they are ſeld, Sir; and that's more 

: than your other Effects wou'd; for I believe you may 

| carry away cvery. thing elſe in your Pockets if you 

a have any. g . | | 

k Har. Nay, Mamma, it is barbarous to inſult him. 

; Money. No doubt you'll take his Part —— Pray, 
get about your Buſineſs. —1I ſuppoſe he intends to 


ay me, by ruining you. Get you in——and if ever 
J ſee you together again, I'll turn you out of Doors; 


remember that. 


SCENE II. Luckleſs, and Mrs. Money wood. 
Tuck. Diſcharge all your Ill- nature on me, Madam, 
but ſpare poor Miſs Harriot. „ OS 
Money. Oh! then it is plain. I have ſuſpected 
your Familiarity a great while, You are a baſe Man. 
Is ir not enough to ſtay three Months in my Houſe 
—_— paying me a Farthing, but you muſt ruin my 
id? 
Lack. I love her as I love my Sou. — Had 1 the 
World, I'd give it her all? 

Money. Bur as you happen to have nothing in the 
World, I deſire you would have nothing to ſay to her. 
El ſuppoſe you wou'd have ſettled all your Caſtles in 
the Air; ——— Oh! I wiſh you had lodg'd in one of 
them, inſtead of my Houſe. Well, I am * 
Whel 


The AUTHOR's FARGB, 3 


bes you are gong away (which I heartily hope will 
me Fi bang over my Door in grea red 


Je very Dow! 1D: 
em r No Lodgings fo Poets. —— Sure, never was 
be: ſuch a Gueſt as you have been. My Floor is a 
alk fpoil'd with Ink ——my Windows with Verſes, wy, 
me BY my Door has been almoſt beat down with Dyns. 
Luck, Wou'd your Houſe had been beaten down 
and every thing, but my dear Harriot, cruſh'd under 
ir, Myſt I be your Scolding- ſtock every Morning? 
And becauſe my Pocket is empty, muſt my Head be 
fill'd with Noiſe and Impertinence? Naturaliſts fay 
that 'all Cregturgs, even the moſt venomous, are of 
ſome uſe in the Creation ——but I'm fure a Scoldin 
Old Woman is of none; — unlefs ſhe ſerves in thi 
World, as the Devil will in the other, to torment us: 
n. And if our Torment were to lie in Noiſe, I defy the 
ray, Deyil to invent à Worſe. 1 | 
to Money. Sir, Sir — 8575 
Lust. Madam, Madam! I will attack you at your 
ors; dwn Weapon. — I'll pay you in your own Coin. — 
5 Money. I wiſh you wou'd pay me in any Coin, Sir. 
— Zack, Pay you! that Word is always uppermoſt 
1d. in your Mouth, as Geli is in a Dutchman's —— Look 
you, Madam, I'll do as much is a reaſonable Woman 
lam, W can require; I'll ſhew you all J have, —— and give 
you all I have too, if you pleaſe to receive it. 


o 


cted 4 — [ Turn 5 his Pockets infide but. 
_ Money. I will not be us'd in this manner. No, i 
— Sir, I will be paid, if there be any ſuch thing as | 


" 4 : IM 
Luck. By what Law you will put Money into my 
- the Pocket, * k now Z for I 1 8 heard + any one 
who got Money by the Law, but the Lawyers. I have 
told you already, Madam, and I tell you again, that 
the firſt Money I get ſhall be yours; and 1 have great 
Expectations from my Play. In the mean time, your 
ſtaying here can be of no Service, and you may poft- 
bly drive ſome fine 5 out of my Head. 4 
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„ The AUuTHORs Fakes. 
If | muſt write a Love Scene, and your Daughter wou'd 
be properer Company on that Occaſion, than you. 
H | Money. You wou'd act a Love Scene, I believe, but 
15 I ſhall prevent you; for I intend to diſpoſe of my ſelf, 
18 before my Daughter. 


| Luck. Diſpoſè of your ſelf! to whom? to the Tal- 
Tis low-chandler! You will never have any thing to do 
| // | with Matrimony, till Hymen turns his Torch into a 
1 Tallow-Candle; then you may be of as much Uſe to 
him, as a fine Lady's Eyes to Cupid, and may ſerve to 
light young People to Bed together. 
Money. You are a vile Slanderer. I am not fo old, 
nor ſo far, nor ſo ugly, as you wou'd make me. And 
tis very well known, that I have had very good Of- 
fers ſince my laſt dear Husband died, if I wou'd have 
accepted them; — I might have had an Attorney of 
Neu- Inn — or Mr. Fillpot the Exciſe-man —— Yes, 
J had my Choice of two Parſons, or a Doctor of Phy- 
fick and yet I lighted them all; yes I lighted 


them for you. —— . | 


ber me!. 
Money. Yes, you have ſeen too viſible Marks of my 


Paſſion ——— too viſible for my Reputation. 
Lauck. I have heard very loud Tokens of your Paſ- 
ſion; but I rather took it for the Paſſion of Anger, 


than of Love. | 


Money. Oh! it aroſe from Love! — — Do but be 
kind, and I'll forgive thee all. . 
Luck. Death! Madam, ſtand off If I muſt 


be plagu'd with you, I had rather you ſhou'd afflict 

my Eyes than my Touch; at a diſtance, you offend bur 
one Senſe; but nearer, you offend them all — and I 
wou'd ſooner loſe rhem all, than undergo you. 

Money. Y ou ſhall repent this, Sir, remember that — 
you ſhall repent it——— I'll ſhew you the Revenge of 
an injur'd Woman. or | Exit. 

Lack. I ſhall never repent any thing that rids me of 
vou, Madam, I aſſure you. N | 

| SCENE 


. 


we will leave her together 


8 C E N E. In Luckleſs Harriot. 


Har. My dear Harry, I have been waiting an Op- 
portunity to return to you. 
Luck. My dear Harriot— come to my Arms, and 


let me lay my aking, ſick Head on thy tender Bo- 
ſom. 


Har. What's the Matter, my Dear? 


Luck. I am ſick of the moſt abominable Diſtem- 


. 
Har. 8 forbid! W hat is it? 


Luck. Poverty, my Lore and your Mother is a 
moſt excellent Nurſe. 


Har. What ſhall I do for you? My Money is all 
gone, and fo are my Cloaths; which, when my Mo- 
ther finds out, I ſhall have as much need of a Surgeon, 


as you can have now of a Doctor. 

Luck. No, I wou'd ſooner ſtarve, or beg, or ſteal, 
or die, than one Hair of my dear Harriot ſhou'd be burr. 
I am armed againſt her utmoſt Rage; but for you I 


fear; for ſuch a Spirit as your Mother, no Amazon e- 


ver poſſeſs d before. So, if my preſent Deſign ſuccecds, 


Har. But if it ſhou'd fail ; 
Luck. Say, then, my Harriot, wou'd my Charmer fly 


To the cold Climes beneath the Polar Sky? 


Or, arm'd with Love, cou'd ſhe endure to ſweats 


Beneath the ſultry, dry A9quator's Heat? 


Thirſt, Hunger, Labour, Hardſhip, could ſhe prove, 2 


From Converſation of the World remove, 
And only know the Joys of conſtant Love? 


Har. Oh! more than this, my Luckle/s, would I do: 
All Places are a Heaven, when with you: 


Let me repoſe but on that faithful Breaſt, 
Give me thy Love — -the World may take the 


reſt. | | 
Sy Luce 


* w * * > OF. 8. = * ** * 
gr bas "% n 
1] 
— — 


1 
— —_ — N TT 
— es 6b es 
„ 
— —— A — — X . 3 
— —— ee. en 0 * 


» - 
— — 
— ty 2 2 — 
awe x 
— n + ot rr 


The Au it 0 K* Fax cz. 


Luck. My dear Harriet / by Heav'n, thy Lips are 
ſweeter than the Honey, and thy Temper i is yet beet | 
er than them. f | 

Har. | Sighs. | 

Luck. Why do you pb, my sweet? 

Har. I only wiſh 1 were aſured of the Sincerity of 
your Love. LA Song. 

Luk. It is unkiad in you to doubt it. — I with it 
was in my Power to give you greater Proofs but 
I will give you the greateſt in my Power which 
is, to marfy you this Eaftant, 

Har. Then I am eaſy: But it is better to delay 
that till our Circumſtances alter for, remem- 
ber what you have your ſelf ſaid in the Song you 
taught me. 


Nd you the charming Queen of Lovey 

' invite with you to dwell; x1 

No Want your Poverty ſhou'd prove, 
No State your Rithes fell. 


4! | Both Her, and Happineſs to hold, 
| 2 if midille State muſe pleaſe z | vo 
They hun the Houſe that ſhines with Gold, | 
And that which ſhines with Grraſe. . | 


7: [18 Money. [Piebin.] Harriet ! Harriot ! 
1470 Har. Hear the dreadful Summons; Adieu, my 
Dear. I will take the firſt Opportunity of ſeeing you 
again. 

. Adieu to my pretty Charmer! Go thy 
ways, for the firſt of thy Sex. What Fool wou'd 
Zange after, and make himſelf a Slave to the inſolent 
Hl Pride of a Miſtreſs, when he may find another with 
1188 as much Good- nature as he wou'd wiſh? 
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80ENE W. Luckleſs, Jack. 
So! What News bring you! | 2 


* 


excus d. 1 have been with Mr. Keyber too; he made 


me no Anſwer at all. — Mr. Bookweight will be here 
immediately. * OY 


Luck. Jack, 
Jack. Sir. Ms | 

Luck. Ferch my Hat hither. 

Jack. It is here, Sir. „„ 

Luck. Carry it to the Pawn-broker's. And, in your 
way home, call at the Cook's- Shop make haſte. 


So, one way or other I find, my Head muſt always 
provide for my Belly. 1 5 


SCENE V. Luckleſs, Witmore. 


Luck, I am ſurprized, — dear Witmore! 


£ 


of 
* 


Wit. Dear Harry! : 


Luck. This is kind, indeed; but I do not more 


wonder at finding a Man in this Age, who can be a 
Friend to Adverſity, than that Fortune ſhould be fo 


much my Friend, as to direct you to me; for ſhe is a 


Lady I have not been much indebred to lately. 
Mit. She who told me, I aſſure you, is one you 


have been indebred to a long while. 


Luck. Whom do you mean? Bn 
Wit. One who complains of your Unkindneſs in not 
Viſiting her —— Mrs. Love. "1 
Lack. Doſt thou viſit there till, then? 
Mit. I throw an idle Hour away there ſometimes — 


when I am in an ill Humour, I go there and rail, 


B 4 where 


He ApTCLORe faken „ 


' Fack. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have beep at m 
Lord's, and his Lordſhip thanks vou for 1 
vqu have offer'd of reading your Play to him; but he 
has ſuch a prodigious deal of Buſineſs, he begs to be 
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? ' The AUTHOR's FARCE. 
where I am ſure to feed it with all the Scandal in 
Town ———- No News-writer is more diligent in pro- 
curing Intelligence — no Bawd in looking after Girls 
with an uncrack'd Maidenhead, than ſhe in ſearching 
out Women with crack'd Reputations. l 
Luck. The much more infamous Office of the two. 
Wit. Thou art ſtill a Favourer of the Women, I 
Luck. Ay, the Women and the Muſes— the high 
| Roads to Beggary. | i e 
Fit. Whar, art thou not cured of Scribling yet? 


PROS — — 34 „ͤ«„„%.e :. 
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| Luck. No, Scribling is as impoſſible to cure as the 
I Gour. 1 . | CES 
| l Mit. And as ſure a Sign of Poverty as the Gout of 
11 Riches. Sdeath! in an Age of Learning and true Po- 


liteneſs, where a Man might ſucceed by his Merit, it 
wou'd be an Encouragement. —— But now, when 
[ Party and Prejudice carry all before them, when Learn- 
ing is decried, Wit not underſtood, when the Theatres 


© ON ee 
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1 * "pq "2 
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+ are Puppet-Shows, and the Comedians Ballad-Singers: 
| | lit When Fools lead the Town, wou'd a Man think to 
1 1 thrive by his Wit? ——Tf you muſt write, write Non- 
11 ſenſe, write Opera's, write Entertainments, write 
11 Hurlo-thrumbo's — Set up an Oratory and preach Non- 
VVCLennſe; and you may meet with Encouragement enough. 
11 If you wou'd receive Applauſe, deſerve to receive Sen- 
fi! renceat the Old-Baily: And if you wou d ride in your 
J Coach, deſerve to ride in a Cart. 
[i Luck. You are warm, my Friend. | 
111 Mit. It is becauſe I am your Friend. I cannot bear 
to hear the Man I love ridiculed by Fools and Idiots — 
: j To ſee a Fellow, who had he been born a Chineſe, 
had been ſome low Mechanick, toſs up his empty 
11 Noddle with a ſcornful Diſdain of what he has not 
Hl underſtood; and Women abuſing what they have 
TITLE neither ſeen nor read, from an unreaſonable Prejudice 
118 to an honeſt Fellow, whom they have not known. If 


n thou wilt write againſt all theſe Reaſons get a Patron, 


ting on the Mathematicks — 


= SCENE v, 


with me. 


DOES 


ed ai 


„ 7 * 
* „ 
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be Pimp to ſome worthleſs Man of Quality, write Pa- 
negyricks on him, flatter him with as many Virtues as 


he has Vices—— and don't 7 to ſtand thy ſelf 


againſt a Tide of Prejudice and Ill- nature, which would 
have over-whelm'd a Plato or a Socrates. 
Luck. I own'thy Advice is friendly, and I fear too 
much Truth is on your Side — but what wou'd 
you adviſe me to do? v7 9 

Mit. Thou art a vigorous young Fellow — and there 
are rich Widows in 10 e 

LCuck. But I am already engaged. 
VMit. Why don't you marry then for I ſuppoſe 
you are not ſo mad, to have any Engagement with a 
poor Miltreſs. 5 I 
Luck. Even ſo, faith, and ſo heartily that I wou'd 
not change her for the Widow of a Creſus. 


Wit. Now thou art undone, indeed. Matrimony 


elenches Ruin beyond Retrieval. What unfortunate 
Stars wert thou born under! Was it not enough to 


follow thoſe nine ragged Jades the Muſes, but you mult. 


faſten on ſome Earth-born Miſtreſs as poor as them? 


Tuck. Fie, Mitmore, thou art grown a Churl. 


Mit. While thou wert happy, I cou'd bear theſe 
Flights; while thy Rooms were furniſhed, and thy 
Cloaths whole, I cou'd bear thee. — But for. a Man 


to preach up Love and the Muſes in a Garret, it wou'd 


not make me more ſick to hear Honeſty talked of at 
Court, Conſcience at Weſtminſter, Politeneſs at the 
Univerſity — Nay, I had rather hear Women diſpu- 


Luckleſs, Witmore, Book- 
weight. . 


Luck. Mr. Bookweight, your very humble Servant. 
| Book. I was told, Sir, you had particular Buſineſs 


Luck, 
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420% The AUTHoR's FAR, 
Uu. Ves, Mr. Bagkweight, I have hing 
11 a 0 Fee bare mething te 
if pur Ins: I have a Play for you, Mr. Book. 
So. Is it accepted, Sir? 
14 Lack. Not t.. . . 
is Book. Oh ! Sir! when it is, it will be then Time 
e enough to talk about it. A Play, like a Bill, is of no 


Value before it is accepted, nor indeed when it is, very 
often. This too is a plentiful Vear of Plays — and 
they are like Nuts: In a plentiful Year they are com- 
monly very bad. r 
Luck.” But ſuppaſe it were accepted (as you term it) 
what n me for it? (nat that I want Mo- 
ney, Sir — 8 
Book. No, Sir, certainly But before I can make 
any Anſwer J muſt read it I cannot offer any thing 
for what 1 do not know the Value of. 
Fit. That I imagine granted by the Players Appro- 
bation: For they are, you know, very great Judges. 
Book. Yes, Sir, that they are, indeed — Thar they 
mult be allowed to be, as being Men of great Learn- 
ing: Bur a Play which will do for them, will not al- 
ways do for us. There are your Acting Plays, and 
ä % oo ood. - 
Fit. I do not underſtand that Diſtingtipn. 
Book. Why, Sir, your Acting Play is entirely ſup- 
ported by the Merit of the Actor, without any Regard 
11 to the Author ar all: — In this caſe, it ſigniſies very 
iüttle whether there be any Senſe in it or no. Now 


l your Reading Play is of a different Stamp, and muſt 
191 have Wit and Meaning in it — Theſe latter I call 
11; your Subſtantive, as being able to ſupport themſelves. 
11198 The former are yaur Adjective, as what require the 

[of ih Buffoonry and Geſtures of an Actor to be joined to 


them, to ſhew their Signification. _ | 

1189: | Luck. Very learnedly defin'd, truly, Mr. Book weight. 

ans Book. I hope 1 have not had ſo much Learning go 
— through my Hands without leaving ſome in my Faced: 


be Aur her Fancy 11 


5 to Luck. Well: But, Mr. Bookweight, I hope you will 
Jook ; advance ſomething— 3230 
. || Book. Why, bad you a great Reputation I might 
yenture: Bur, truly, for young Beginners it is a very 
N great Hazard: For, indeed, the Reputation of the Au- 
"ime ¶ chor carries the greateſt Sway in theſe Affairs. The 
f no Town have been fo fond of ſome Authors, that they 
very ¶ have run them up to Infallibility, and wou'd have ap- 
and ¶ plauded them even againſt their Senſes, | 
Vi. And who bur a Mad-man would write in ſuch 
Tut. Sdeath! FYitmore! "Tis cruel to inſult my 
Misfortunes. „ 33 
Wit. I wou'd cure them and that is not to be 
done by Lenitives. F 
Boot. I am of chat Gentieman's Opinion: I do think 
Writing the fillieft Thing a Man can undertake. 
Turk. Tis ſtrange you ſhould ſay fo, who live by it. 
Book, Live by it! Ah! If you had loſt as much by 
Writers as T have done, you wou'd be of my Opinion. 
Lack. But we are loſing Time. Wil you ad- 
yance Fifty Guineas on my Play? „ 
Book. No —— nor Fifty Shillings, I aſſure yen. 
Lack. Sdeath! Sir; do you beat me down at this 
ater , - = 5 ES 
ſup- 50 Sir, I wou'd not give you Fifty Farthings — 
gard WM Fifty Guinras, indeed! your Name is well worth that. 
very Luck. Jack | | [Jack Enters, | 
low M Take this worthy Gentleman and kick him down Stairs. 
nult Boot. Sir, I ſhall make you repent this 
call Fack. Come, Sir, will you pleaſe to bruſh —= 
_ 5 Book. Help — Murder —— I'll have the Law of you, 
the ir. 1 
lofi Luck. Ha, ha, ha 
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8 C E NE VI. Luckleſs, Witmore, 
Me. Moneywood. as 


* What Noiſe is this? It is a very ** Thing 
truly, Mr. Lackleſs, that you will make theſe Uproars 
in my Houſc./———. 

Luck. If you diſlike i irs it is in your Power to drown 
a much greater. Do you but ſpeak, Madam, and I am 

ſure no one will be heard but your ſelf, 
Money. Very well, indeed! fine Reflections on my 
B Character! Sir, Sir, all the Neighbours know 
tthat I have been as quiet a Woman as any in the Pa- 
riſh. I had no Noiſes in my Houſe 'till you came. 
We were the Family of Love But you have been 
2 Nuſance to the whole Neighbourhood.- While 
you had Money my Doors were thundered at every 
Morning at Four and Five, and fince you have had 
none, my Walls have echoed nothing but your Noiſe 
and your Poetry. Then there's the Raſcal your 
Man but I'll pay the Dog I'll ſcour him 

I Wir. ] Sir, I am glad you are a Witneſs to 
his Abuſes of me 

VMit. I am a Witneſs indeed, Madam, how unjuſtly 
he has abus'd you. 

Luck. [Jack whiſpers.] Witmore, you'll excuſe me a 

We 
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8 50 E N E VI 11 Moneywood, 1 


1 | Money. Yes, Sir; and Sir, a Man that has never 
35S 1405 one the Colour of his Money. 

1 Vit. Very hard, truly - How much may he be 
{1 in your Debt, pray? Becauſe be has order'd me to pay 
you. 


Money. Ah! Sir, I wiſh he had. 
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Fit. I am ſerious, I aſſure you. 
Money. I am very glad to hear it, Sir. Here is the 

Bill as we ſertled it this very Morning. I always 

thought indeed Mr. Luckleſs had a good deal of Ho- 

neſty in his Principles—any Man may be unfortunate: 
but I knew when he had Money ſhou'd have it 

I never was in any Fear for my Money, for my Part. 
Fit. There, Madam, is your Money on che Table. 

Pleaſe to write a Receipt only... ek 

Money. Sir, I give you a great many Thanks. There, 


Sir, is the Receipt —— Well, if Mr. Luckle/s was bur 


a little Soberer I ſhou'd like him for a Lodger ex- 
ceedingly; for I muſt ſay I think him a very pleaſant 


good-natur'd Man. 


PREY > * 


"_— 


SCENE IX. Luckleſs returns, 
Lauck. Thoſe are Words I never heard out of that 
Mouth before. _ 200 

Money. Ha, ha, ha! you are pleas'd to be merry. 
Luck. Why MWitmore, thou haſt the Faculty oppo- 
ſite to that of a Witch — and can'ſt lay a Tem- 
peſt. I ſhou'd have as ſoon imagin'd one Man cou'd 
have ſtopt a Cannon-Ball in its full Force, as her 
Tongue, .and I believe ſhe may be heard as far 
Were ſhe to roar forth a Summons to a Town, it 
wou'd have more Effect on the Governor than a Voi- 
ley of Artillery. 1 
Money. Ha, ha, ha! 1 | 
Wit. Luckleſs, good Morrow ——T will ſee you a- 
gain ſoon. = 
Luck. Witmore, I am yours. 


SCE NE X. Luckleſs, Mrs. Moneywood. 


Money. Well, Mr. Luckleſs, you are a comical Man, 
to give one ſuch a Character to a Stranger. 5 F 
wt | uck. 
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Lack. The Company is gone, Madam; and naw, 


like true Man and Wife, we may fall to apubng. one 


acother as faſt as we pleaſe. 
Money. Abuſe me as you will, fo you pay me, Sir. 
- Lack. death! Madam, I will pay you. 
Money. Nay, Sir, I do not ask it before it is due — 


1 don't queſtion your Payment at all: If you were to 


lay in my Houſe this Quarter of a Year, as I hope you 


will, I ſhou'd not ask yau for a Farthi 


Lal. Tol, lol, lol. —— But I half have her be- 
gin with her 'Paſſion immediately; and I bad rather feel 
the higheſt Effects of her Rage, than the lighteſt of 


her Love. 


Money. But why did you chuſe to ſurprize me with 
my Money? why did you not tell me ou'd ay me? 

* 7 P 

Luck. Why have I not told you! 

Money. Yes, you told me of a Play and Stuff: But 


| you never told me you wou'd order a Gentleman to pay 


me. Well, you have comical ways with you: but 
you have Honeſty i in the Bottom, and I'm ſure the Gen- 
tleman himſelf will own I gave you that Character. 

Luck. Oh! ——T ſmell you now—Youſee, Madam; 


I am better than my Word to * did be it you 
in Gold or Silver? : ef 


Money. All pure Gold. 
Luck. I have a vaſt deal of Silver within; will you 


do me the favour of taking it in Silver? that = be 
of uſe to you in the Shop too. 


Money. Any thing to oblige you, Sir! 

Luck. Jack, bring out the great Bag, Number One. 
Pleaſe to tell the Money, Madam, on that Table. 

Money. [Tells the Money.] It's eaſily told — Heaven 


know's there's not ſo much on't. 


Enter Jack. 


22 Jack enters, Luckleſs gets between Mr 7. M oney- 
wood and the Table. 


Jack. Sir, the 8 is fo n I cannot bring it in. 
Lack. 


Luck. W by then, come and help to thruſt a heavier 


7 


* ” 


B F ĩ˙ » in PD 4 
font. What do you mean, Sir? 
- Luck. Only to pay you in my Bed- chamber. 
Money. Villain, Dog, I'll ſwear a Robbery, and have 
you hang'd: Rogues, Villains? „% 
Luck. ¶ Shuts the _ Be as noiſy as you pleaſe. — 
Fack, call a Coach, an d'ye hear, get up behind it 
and attend me „ a 


De End of the Firſt Act. 
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Act II. SCE N E I. 


A Tavern. 
Luckleſs, Marplay, Sparkiſh. 
LUCKLESS [ Reads. ] 


THEN hence my Sorrows, hence my ev'ry "RAR 
No matter where, ſo we are bleſs'd together. 

With thee, the barren Rocks, where not one ſtep 

Of human Race lies printed in the Snow, 

Look lovely as the ſmiling Infant Spring. 

7: er. [Tawning.] Will you * to read that again, 
Sir? 

Luck. | Reads a gain. ] 

Mar. 'Then hence my ge er i is a much 
better Word, in my Opinion — And then in the ſe- 
cond Line will you pleaſe to read it again. 

Luck. No matter where, {6 we are bleſs'd-rogether, 

Mar. In my Opinion ir wou'd be better ſo: 

No matter where, ſo ſomewhere we're together. 
Wbere is the Queſtion, ſomewhere ! is the Anſwer —.— 
Read on, Sir. 

Luck. | Reads on.] With thee, &c. 

Mar. I cou'd alter thoſe Lines to a much better Idea. 

With thee, the barren Blocks, [ That is Ti rees. | 

where not a bit 

Of human Face is painted on the Bark, 

Look green as Covent- Garden in the Spring. 

Luck. Green as Covent-Garden! 5 

Mar, Yes, Covent. Garden Market: where they ſell 


| Greens. 
Luck. 


Mar. Sir, there is nothing in it that pleaſes ine, ſo 
Jam ſure there is nothing in it that will pleaſe rhe 


Spart. There is nothing in it that will pleafe the 


Spark. No, no, no, 
Mar. In ſſiort, there is not one good thing in it 


I think it is very hard if a Man who has been fo long 
in a Trade as I have, ſhou'd not underſtand the Value 
of his Merchandize: ſhou'd not know what Goods 
will beſt pleaſe the Town. Come 


7 | 


die AUTHOR's FARGE. 
Luck. Monſtrous! Sir, I muſt ask your Pardon, I 


rannot conſent to ſuch an Alteration. It is downright 
Nonſenſe. . | | 


Mar. | Riſing from the Table.] Sir, it will not do 
and ſo I wou'd not have you think any more of it. 
Spark. No, no, no. It will not do. 

Luck. What Faults do you find? 


Town. 


Town. 


Luck. Merhinks you ſhou'd find ſome particular 


Fane. -- a 

Mar. Truly, Sir, it is fo full of Favlts — that the 
Eye of my Judgment is ſo diſtracted with the Variety 
of Objects that it cannot fix on any. 


cannot fix on any. 


from the Beginning to the End. „ 
Luck, Some who have read it think otherwiſe, 
Ma. Let them think as they pleaſe I'ni ſure we 
are the beſt Judges. 1 — 
Spark. Yes, yes, we are the beſt Judges. 
Luck. Cou'd you convince me of any Fault, I wou'd 
amend it: but you argue in Plays as the Pope does in 
Religion, or the Ariſtoteliſt in Philoſophy ; you wiains 
tain your Hypotheſis by an IUp/e dicit. i 
Mar. | don't underſtand your hard Words, Sir; but 


- - * 
. 
% 


8 vparkiſhg 


will you go to Toms/ oo one 
Luck. Fare ye well, Gentlemen: may another Play 
do you more Service, 8 


%% 
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other ſuch Services. But have you ſeen my new En- 


has ever appear'd on the Stage — I don't know whe⸗ 


3 erodtie ++ 0 
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SCENE IE Marplay, Sparkiſh. 
Mar. Ha, ha, ha! x = 
Spark. What do'ſt think of the 2 
Mar. It may be a very good one, for ought I know, 
but I know the Author has no Intereſt. 
Spart. Give the Intereſt and rat the Play. — 
Mar. Rather rat the Play which has no Intereſt. 
Intereſt ſways as much in the Theatre as at Court.— 
And you know ir is not always the Companion of Me- 
rit in either. 3 5 
Spark. But pray, Mr. Marplay, what was the Reaſon 
of that extraordinary Demand of yours upon the 
Office? | | = 
Mar. Truly, Sir, it was for the Good of the Of. 
fice. Some of it was given to Puffs, to cry up our 
new Plays — And one half Guinea to Mr. Scribler for 
a Panegyrical Eſſay in the News-paper, with ſome 


tertainment praiſed, Cuckolds all arow ? 
Spark. No. | - HC 
Mar. J will affirm this, that it is the beſt thing that 


ther I ſhall not lay the Pit and Boxes together, at half 
fe. * 
Spark. I wou'd not adviſe that for the Town 
grumbles at our raiſing the Prices as we have done. 
Mar. Rat the Town. Let them grumble, I'm 
ſure they will not ſtay away — For their Hiſſes — 
they have no more Effect on me than Muſick wou'd 
have on an Owl— or the Curſes of an undone Client 


on an Attorney — I have been uſed to them; and any 
Man who loves Hiſſing may have his three Shillings 


worth at me whenever he pleaſes. | 


SCENE 


* 


SCENE III. 4 Room in Mr. Bookwei 
8 Houſe. ts 
Daſh, Blotpage, Quibble, writing at /everal Fables. 
| Dafh. Pox on't, 'm as dull as an Ox, tho' I have 
not a Bir of one within me. — I have nor din'd thefe 


ght's 


two Days, and yet my Head is as heavy 48 any Alder. 


man's or Lord's. I carty about me Symbols of all the 
Elements; my Head is as heavy as Water; my Poc- 
kets are light as Air; my Appetite is as hot as Fire, 
and triy Coat is as dirty as Earth. 


Blot. Lend me your Byſibe, Mr. Daſh, 1 wait 4 - 


Rhime for Wind. be 

| Daſh: Why there! blind, and kind, and behind, and 
find, and Mind It is one of the eaſieſt Terminations 
imaginable; 1 have had it four times in a Page. 
Blot. Devil take the firft Inventor of Rhiming, I ſay. 


Your Buſineſs is much eafier, Mr. Daß. Well, of all 


the Places in my Maſter's Gift Fſhou'd moſt like to 
be Clerk of the Ghoſts and Murders. You have no- 


thing to do but to put a fer of terrible Words rogether - 


in the Title P 
Daß 


4 — Buſes is eaſy enough, butt it is at 4 


of the Libels, wou'd have the beſt Place, were it not 
that few Men ever fat in his Chair long without ſtands 


ing on an odd ſort of a Stool in the Street, to be 


gap'd at an Hour or two by the Mob. 


Quib. We act on different Principles, Mr. Daſs ; 
tis your Buſineſs to promiſe more than you perform, 
and mine to protniſe leſs. = 

Blot. Pſhaw ! thy Buſineſs is to perform nothing at all. 

Daſb. It becomes an Author to be Diffuſive in his 
Title Page. A Title Page is to a Book, what a fine 
Neck is to a Woman — Therefore ought to be the 


moſt regarded, as it is the Part which is view'd before 


the Purchafe. { 4 Song. 
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very ow Ebb now. No, Mr. 9sidble there, as Clerk 
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=_ SCENE IV. To them Bookweight. 
ll | | Book. Fie upon ir, Gentlemen! what, not at your 
0 Pens? Do you confider, Mr. Quibble, that it is above 
4% a Fortnight ſince. your Letter from a Friend in the 
10 Country was publiſh'd. — Is it not high time for an 
WH Anſwer ro come out — at this rate, before your An- 
1 ſwer is Printed your Letter will be forgot — I love 
RV to keep a Controverſy up warm I have had Au- 
1 thors who have writ a Pamphlet in the Morning; an- 
„ fwer'd it in the Afternoon, and compromiſed the mat- 


ter at Night. 5 1 
Quib. Sir, I will be as expeditious as poſſible. _ 
| * Well, Mr. Daſb, have you done that Murder 
et! 7 4 
1 % Yes, Sir, the Murder is done — I am only 
about a few moral Reflections to place before it. 
: 18 Book. Very well —— then let me have the Ghoſt 
THI! finiſh'd by this Day Sevennight. - 
14 Daſh. What ſort of a Ghoſt wou'd you have, Sir? 
1; the laſt was a pale one. EO . 
14 | Book. Then let this be a bloody one. — Mr. Blotpage, 
What have your Lucubrations produc'd ? —— reads. 
Poetical Advice to a certain from a certain — 


on a certain from a certain — Very good! I 


PP 
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rr. 
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itt will ſay, Mr. Blotpage, writes as good a Daſh as any 
i! Man in Europe. ww” . 
Ih — — 
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SCENE v. To them, Index. 


So, Mr. Index, what News with you? 


e e 


1 Ind. J have brought my Bill, Sir. 

114 Book. What's here? for adapting the Motto of 

11 Riſum teneatis Amici to a dozen Pamphlets — at Six 

vi! Pence per each ——— Six Shillings. 

"3 For Omnia vincit amor, & nos cedamus amori — Six 

WH; Pence. For Difficile eſt Satyram non ſeribere * Six 
1 | | 5 EnCce- 


n 


Thirty Six Latin Motto's, Eighteen Shillings ; ditto 
_ Engliſh Seven, One Shilling and Nine Pence; ditto Greek 


Four, One Shilling. Why Friend, are your Latin Mot- 


tos dearer than your Greek ? 


Ind. Yes marry are they, Sir: for as no body now 


underſtands Greek, ſo I may uſe any Sentence in thar 
Language, to whatſoever purpoſe I pleaſe, 

Boot. You ſhall have your Money immediately: and 

pray remember that I muſt have two Latin Sedition 


Mottos, and one Greek Moral Motto, for Pamphlets, 


by To-morrow Morning. 

ib. I want two Latin Sentences, Sir, one for Page 
the Fourth, in the Praiſe of Virtue; and the other for 
Page the Tenth, in the Praiſe of Beauty. 
Book. Let me have thoſe too. 
Ina. Sir, I ſhall rake care to provide them. 


80 CG ENE VI. Bookweight, Daſh, Blotpage, 
Quibble, Scarecrow. 7 


Scare. Sir, I have brought you a Libel againſt the 


Miniſtry. | | 
Book. Sir, I ſhall not take any thing againſt them 


(for I have two in the Preſs already.) —_F/7 


Scare. Then, Sir, I have another in Defence of 
them. = 
Power. ©. 
Scare. J have a Tranſlation of Virgil's Aneid, with 
Notes on it. . „ 
Book. Thar, Sir, is what I do not care to venture 
on you may try by Subſcription, if you pleaſe: but 
I wou'd not adviſe you: for that Bubble is almoſt 
down: People begin to be afraid of Authors, ſince 
they have writ and acted like Stock-Jobbers. So to 
oblige a young Beginner, I don't care if I Print it at 
my own Expence, | 


C2 _ 
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Pence. Hum, hum, hum —ah — a Sum Total, for 


Book. Sir, I never take any thing in Defence of 
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Scare. But pray, Sir, at whoſe Expenee ſhall I eat? 


Bock. That's an empty Queſtion. 
| Sears. x cames fram an empty Stomach, I'm fyre. 


Book. From an empty Head, I'm afraid. Are there 


not a thouſand ways for a Man to ger his Bread by? 
Scare, I wiſh you wou'd pur me into one. 
Back. Why then, Sir, I wou'd qdviſe yau to come 


and take your Seat at my Tables. Here will be every 


thing that is neceffary provided for you. I am as great 
a Friend to Learning as the Dutch are to Trade. 
No one can want Bread with me, who will earn it. 
Beſides, a Tranſlator will be of uſe to me: for my laſt 
is in Newgate for Shoplifting. The Rogue had gotten 
a trick of tranſlating out of the Shops as {well as out of 
the Languages. 

Scare. I prefer any thing to ſtarving. 

Boot. Then, Sir, if you pleaſe to throw by your 


Hat, which you will have no mare uſe for, and rake 


up your Pen. 

Scare. But, Sir, J am afraid I am not qualified for pl 
Tranſlator. 

Book. How, not qualified! | 

Scare. No, Sir: I underſtand no Language * my 
own. 

Book. What, and tranſlate Pirgit: ? 

Scare. Alas, Sir, I tranſlated him out of Dryden. 

Book. Nor qualified! — If I was an Emperor 
thou ſhould'ſt be my Prime Miniſter. Thou art as 
well vers'd in thy Trade, as if thou hadſt labour'd in 
my Garret theſe ren Years. Ler me tell you, 
Friend, you will. have more occaſion for Invention 


than Learning here: you will be ſometimes obliged to 


tranſlate Books out of all Languages (eſpecially French) 
Which were never Printed in any Language whatſoever. 
Scare. Your Trade abounds in Myſteries. 
Book, The Study of Bookſelling is as difficult as the 


Luw, — and there are as many Tricks in the one as the 


other. Sometimes we give a Foreign N ame to our own 
Labour 


renne 
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Labour ——and ſometimes we put our own Names to 
the Labour of others, ' Then as the Lawyers have 
John-a- Notes and Tom-a- Stiles, ſo we have Meſſieurs 


Moore near St. Paul's, and Smith near the Royal-Ex- 


change. 


ah AB TT * — nn 


_ SCENE VII. To them, Luckleſs. 
Luck. Mr. Bookweight, your Servant. Who can form 
to himſelf an Idea more amiable than of a Man at the 
Head of ſo many Patriots working for the Benefit of 
their Country? gn 
Book. Truly, Sir, I believe it is an Idea more apreee 
able to you than that of a Gentleman in the 


Crown-Ojice paying thirty or forty Guineas for abuſing 


an honeſt Tradeſman. | 


Luck. Pſhaw, that was only jocoſely done, and a 

Man wha lives by Wit, muſt not be angry at a Jeſt; 
belides, the Law has been your Enemy ——and you 
wou'd not fly to an Enemy for Succour, : 


Book, Sir, I will uſe my Enemy as I wou'd my 


Friend, for my own Ends: But pray, Sir, what has 


brought you hither? If you have a mind to compro- 


miſe the Matter, I had rather have a little of your 


Money, than that the Lawyers ſhou'd have a great deal. 
Luck. Haſt thou dealt in Paper ſo long, and talk of 
Money to a modern Author? You might as well have 


talk'd Latin or Greek to him. I have brought you 
Paper, Sir. oy Bs 


Book. That js not bringing me Money, I own 


but it ſhall not be taking away Money, Sir, for I will 


have nothing to do with your Paper or you cither. 
Luck. Why pr'ythee, Man, I have not brought you 

a Play —— nor a Sermon. oY 
Book. Have you brought me an Opera? 


Luck. You may call it an Opera if you will, but 1 


call it a Pupper-Show. 


Boo 2 uppe "Ca 1 Lacks 
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Luck. Ay, a Puppet-Show, and is to be play'd this 
N igbt in the Haymarket Play-Houſe. | 
Book. A Pupper-Show in a Play-Houſe! 
| Luck, What have been all the Play-Houſes a long 
time but Puppet- Shows? | | 
Book. Why, I don't know bur it may ſucceed; ar 
leaſt, I had rather venture on a thing of that nature, 
than a regular Play —— ſo if you pleaſe to come in, if 
F can make a Bargain with you I will, —— Gentlemen, 
you may 80 to Dinner. 8 


* 


*eht.— 


SCENE VIII. The Street. 
Enter Jack-Pudding, Drummer and Mob. The _ 
ceafing. 

"ads This i is to give Notice to all Gentlemen, La- 
dies and others that at the Play-Houſe oppoſite to 
2 Opera in the Haymarket, this Evening will be per- 
orm'd the whole Puppet- Show call'd The Pleaſures of 
tbe Towns in which will be ſhewn the whole Court 
of Dulneſs, with abundance of Singing and Dancing, 
and ſeveral other Entertainments alſo the Comical 
and diverting Humours of Some-body, and No-body: 
Punch and his Wife Joan, to be perform'd by living 
Figures — ſome of them Six foot high — beginning 
= a at Seven a Clock. God ſave the King. 
[Drum beats. 


8 C E N LE IX. Witmore with a Paper, 
iy Luckleſs meeting. 


Wit. Oh! Lacklefe, I am . at meeting you 
here, take this Paper, and you will be diſcoura: 
ged from Writing, I warrant you. | 

Luck.” What is it? — Oh! one of my Play-Bills. 

Wi One of thy Play- Bills! 

Luck. Even fo, Sir! —I have taken the Advice you 
gave me this Morning. 19 Vit. 


is 


Wit, Explain. 


Luck. Why, I had ſome time fince given this Pups 
pet-Show -of mine to be Rehearſed, and the Actors 


were all perfect in their Parts; but we happen'd to 


diſſent about ſome Particulars, and I had a deſign to 


have given it over; till having my Play refus'd. by 


Marplay and Sparkiſh, 1 ſent for the Managers of the 
| Houſe in a Paſſion, join'd Iſſue with them, and this 


U 


very Evening it is to be acted. | 
Mit. Well ——T wiſh you Succeſs, —— 
Luck. Where are you going? 


Mit. Any where but to hear you damn'd, which I 


[ 


muſt, if I were to go to your Puppet-Show, 


tell you the Town is prejudic'd againft you, and they 


will damn you, whether you delerve it or no, — If 
they ſhou'd laugh till they burſt — the Moment they 
knew you were the Author 


Luck. Pſhaw, I can't believe the. 


ſeen Idiotiſm, downright Idiotiſm triumph fo often, 
that I cou'd almoſt think of Wit and Folly as Mr. 


Hobbes does of moral Good and Evil, that there are 

no ſuch Thing - 5-7 
Lack. Well, indulge me in this Trial — and I aſ- 

| fure thee if it be ſucceſsleſs ir ſhall be the laſt. 1 
Mit. On that Condition I will — but ſhou'd the 


Torrent run againſt you, I ſhall be a faſnionable Friend, 


and hiſs with the reſt, 5 
Man who cou'd do fo unfaſhionable 
| and fo generous a thing, as Mr. Witmore did this 

Morning — | 


Luck. No, a 


Mit. In return, will you grant me a Fayour 

Luck. Do you doubt it? OE 
Wit. Never mention it to me more — ] will now 
to the Pit. — 


| Lack, And I behind the Scenes. 


SCENE 
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they wou'd change 
| their Faces, and ſwear they never laugh'd at all. 


Wit. *Sdeath! I have heard Senſe run down, and 
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8 0 E N E x. Mre. Moneywood's. ; 
Mrs. Maneywood, and Harriot. 
Ear. It js very hard, Madam, that you will not ſufe 


fear me at lesft to indulge my ſelf in Grief; that it is 


not enough to tear me from the Man l love, but I muſt 
have my Ears eternally curſt with hearing him abuſed. — 

Mrs. Mon. Oh monſtrous Love a Puppet - Show 
Fellow! 

Har. His Misfortunes may leſſen him in the Eye of 
the World: But they ſhall never leſſen him in mine. 
Nay, I love bim for them. 

Ars. Man, You have not 3 grop of my Blood in 
you. Love a Man for his Misfartune ! — Huſſy, 
to be poor and unfortunate are Crimes. Riches 


are the only Recommendations to People of Senſe of 
both — and a Coach and Six is one of the Cardi- 


1 Viituss. 


Har. I deſpi iſe it, and the Fool who was born to it. 
Na, give me ebe Man, who, thrown naked upon the 
World, like my dear Leokle/5, ean make his way through 
it by his Merit and virtuous Induſtry. 

Mrs. Mex. Virtuous Induſtry ! A very virtuous, in- 
duſtrious Gentleman, truly. He hath robbed me of a 


few Guiness ta-day or o but he is a very virtuous 


Man ve deubt. 
Har. He hath only borrowed what you know he will 
repay: you know he is honeſt. 
Mrs. Mon. I am no more ſatisfied of his Honeſty : 
than you can be of his Love. 
Har. Which I am ſure he bath given me ſufficient 


Proofs of. 


Mrs. Mon. Proofs! Oh the Villain! Hath he given 
ou Proofs of Love? 

Hlar. All that a modeſt Woman can require. 

My. Mon. ou he hath — you * a modeſt Wo- 


man 


1 


2 
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man can require, I am afraid he has given ou mo 
than a modeſt Woman fhould take: Becauſe he hath 
been ſo good a Lodger, I ſuppoſe I ſhall have ſome 


more of the Family to keep: It is probable 1 may live 


to ſee half a Dozen Grandſons of mine in Grubſtreet. 
. Enter Jack. 


80, Raſcal, what's become of your Maſter? 


Jack. Oh, Madam! I am frightned out of my 
8 
-_ What's the matter? 


Jack. There's the 3 fort of Man below en- 
quiring after my Maſter, that ever was ſeen. „ 
Mon. What, I ſuppoſe a ſort of Bailiff? 

Jact. Oh! Madam, I fancy it is the Man in the 


Moon, or ſome Monfter — there are five hundred 


People at the Door looking at him he is dreſſed 
up in nothing but Ruffles and Cabbage- Nets. 
Mon. This is either ſome Trick of his to catch me, 
or ſome Trick of a Bailiff to catch him — However, 
I'll go ſift out the bottom of ir. Come, fhew me 


where he is. 


Har. Heay'ns protect my dear Luckleſi. 


4 


Te End of the Second Ad. 
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rm. SCENE I.. 
The Play-Houſe. . 


Enter Luckleſs as Maſter of the Show, and Player. 


m_—_ - very ſurprizing, that after I have been 
A at all this Expcnce and Trouble to ſer up my 

Things in your Houſe, you ſhould defire me to Re- 
cant; and now too, when the Spectators are all aſſem- 
bled, and will either have the Show or their Money. 
Play. It is beneath the Dignity of the Stage. 
Maſt. That may be, ſo is all Farce, and yet you ſee 
a Farce brings more Company to a Houle than the 


© beſt Play that ever was writ —— For this Age would 
allow om Durfey a better Poet than Congreve or .- 
io. cherly; who would not then rather Eat by his Non- 


ſenſe, than Starve by his Wit — The Lodgings of W its 
Have long been in the Air, and Air muſt be their 

; Food now-a-days. - : RG 

j Play. I am nor the firſt indeed that has diſgrac'd the 
= | —_ | Fs 5 

| Maſt. And J heartily wiſh you may be the laſt, and 

| that my Puppet-Show may expell Farce and Opera, as 

they have done Tragedy and Comedy. 

| Play. But hark you Friend, how came you to call this 

| Performance of yours a Puppet-Show? 

| Maſt. You muſt know, Sir, that it was originally 
deſign'd ro be play'd by real Puppets, till a Friend of 
mine obferving the Succeſs of ſome things in Town, 
advis'd me to bring it on the Stage. I had offer'd it to 
the old Houle, but they ſay nothing but your fine 

|: | | Senle, 


Senſe, ſuch Plays as Ceſar in Egypt, will go down 
there. | | 


make neither Head nor Tail of it, for my . 

Maſt. Why Sir, the Goddeſs of Nonſenſe is to fall in 

Love with the Ghoſt of Signior Opera. | | 
Play. Fall in Love with a Ghoſt, ha, ha, ha! 


Maſt. Ay Sir —— You muſt know that the Scene is 


laid on the other fide of the River Sti, ſo all the People 
of the Play are Ghoſts. 


Play. This marrying of Ghoſts is a new Doctrine, 


Frons. 
 Mafi. So much the likelier to pleaſe — 


Tho? I 


can't ſay bur I took the Hint of this Thing from the 


old Houſe, who obſerving that every one could not lee 
the real Coronation, brought a Repreſentation of it up- 
on their Stage——— 80 vir, ſince every one has not 


Time or Opportunity to viſit all the Diverſions of the. 
Town, I have brought moſt of them together in one. 
Bur come, it is Time to begin. I think we will 


have an Overture, tho? curs be not a regular Opera. 
Play. By all means an Overture. 


_ 


Maft. It you pleaſe, Sir, you ſhall fat down by me. 


Play away. 


Mat. Gentlemen, the firſt thing I preſent you with 
is Punchinello. : 
[The Curtain drawn diſcovers Punch in a great Chair. 


Punch ſings. 


AIR I. Whilſt the Town's brimfull of Folly. | 


Whilſt the Town's brimfull of Farces, 
Floeking whilſt we ſee her Aſſes = 
Thick as Grapes upon a Bunch, | 
Critics, whilſt you ſmile on Madneſs, 
And more ſtupid, ſolemn Sadneſs ; 
Sure y0u will not frown on Punch. 


Maſs, 


Play. But what is the Deſign or Plot? for I could 


30 The Pleaſures of the Dun. 
Maſt. The next is Punch's Wife Joan. 
Enter Joan. 
Joan. What can ail my Husband? he is continually 
humming Tunes, the' his Voice be only fit to warble 
at Zogg's Norton, where the Piggs would accompany 
it with Organs. I was in hopes Dcath would have 
ſtopp'd his Mouth at laſt — But he keeps his old har- 
monious Humour even in the Shades __ 5 
Punch. Be not angry, dear Joan; Orphens obtain'd 
his Wife from the Ibades, by charming Pluto with 
his Muſick. | 8 PET | 
Joan. Sirrah, Sirrah, ſhould Pluto hear your Sing 
you cou'd expect no leſs Puniſhment than Tantalus has, 
— Nay, the Waters would be brought above your 
Mouth, to ſtop it. „ 3 5 
Punch. Truly, Madam, I don't wiſh the ſame Succeſs 


the Devil might have you with all my Heart. 
AIR I. 


Joan, Joan, Joan, has a Thund'ring Tongue. 
And Joan, Joan, Joan, is à bold one. | 
How happy is be, nl 
Hho from WHedlock is free: 
For who'd have a Wife its Scold one? 


J Oan. Punch, Punch, Puncli, pr jthee think of | o 


* 


5 Hunch, : 1 
Pr'ythee look at your great ſtratring Belly: 
Sirrah, if you dare 
Far with me declare, | 


I will beat your fat Guts to a Felly. 


| [Here they Dance. 


AIR 


Orpheus met with z could I gain my own Liberty — 


bf} . — — 4 
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AIX HII. Bobbing Joan. 
Pun. Joan, you are tbe Plague of m Life, 
A Rope wou d be welcomer than ſuch a Wife. 
Joan. Punch, your Merits had you bat par 4 
Your Neck had been longer by half a Tard: 
Pun. | Ugly Witch, 7 
Joan. Son of a Bitch, 1 
Both. os d you were hang d, or drown'd in a Ditch, 
[Here they Dance again.] 


Pun. Since we hate, like People in Vogue, 
Let us call not Bitch and Rogur- 
Gentler Titles let us uſe, 
Hate each other, but not abuſe. 
Joan. Pretty Dear, 
Pun. A] Ma Chere! 
Both. Foy of my Life, and only Care: * | 
e Dance, and Exeunt. 
Maſt. Gentlemen, the next is Charon and à Poet; 


they are diſputing about an Affair pretty common with 


Poets —— Going off without Paying. 
Enter Charon and a Poet. 5 


Cbar. Never tell me, Sir, I expect my Fare, — I 
wonder what Trade thefe Authors drive in the other 
World: I would with as good a Will ſee a Soldier a- 
board my Boat. A tatter'd Red-com, and a twtrer'd 
Black one have bilk'd me fo often, that I am refolv'd 
never to take either of them up again unless 
I am paid befote-hand. 

Poet. What a wretched thing it is to be Poor 
My Body lay a Portnight in rhe other World before it 
was Barred. — And this Fellow has kept my Spirit a 


Month, ſunning himſelf on the other fide the River, 


| becauſe 
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- becauſe my Pockets were empty —— Wilt thou be ſo 
kind as to ſhew me the Way to the Court of Von. 
enſe. . © 4 

Nele. Ha, ha; ha! the Court of Nonſenſe / why pray 
Sir, what have you to do there? theſe Rags look more 
like the Dreſs of one of Apollo's People, than of Nox- 
ſenſe's. 1 5 
VE Poet. Why Fellow, didſt thou never carry Rags to 
1 | Nonſenſe? C - E 

| Char. Truly Sir, I cannot ſay but I have; but it is 
a long time ago, I aſſure you; if you are really bound 


$ thither, I'Il ſer your Name down in my Pocket-Book, 
and I don't queſtion your Honour's Payment on- 
46 ſenſe is the beſt Deity to me in the Shades. — Look at 


that Account, Sir. 
112 Poet. | Reads. ] Spirits imported for the Goddeſs of 
1 Nonſenſe ſince October, in the Year —— Five People 
i; of great Quality — Seven ordinary Courtiers — 
Nineteen Attorneys — Eleven Counſellors Twenty 


i 


fix * of the Peace; and one hundred Presbyte- 

1 'tlan Parſons — Theſe Courtiers and F. ple of Quality 

it pay ſwingingly, I ſuppoſe. 3 

5 | Char. Not always; I have waſted over many a Spirit 
l in a Lac'd Coar, who has been forc'd ro leave it with 

3 me. _ REIT 

i" | Maft. Gentlemen, the next is one of Charon's Men 

16 with a Priſoner. 


Enter Sailor, and a Sexton. 


Char. How now? 
_ Sail. We have caught the Rogue at laſt — This is 
0 Mr. Robgrave the Sexton, who has plundered ſo many 
; Spirits. „„ 8 
| Char. Are you come at laſt, Sir? what have vou to 


4 _ 


and other valuable Things you have ſtolen? where arc 
they, Sirrah, Ha! 3 FS 
. | | Sex. 
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1 ll fay tor your ſelf — ha! what's become of all the Jewels 


5 The Plea ſures of the Tri. 33 
ell Ses. Alack-a-day, Iam an unfortunate poor Ro 
Von. the Church-W ardens and Cletks have bad them 4 1 
had only a ſmall Reward for ſtealing tbem. 
Tray Char. Then you ſhall have another Reward here, 
wore Sir. Carry him before Juſtice Minos immediately 
Lon. Away with him. Ex. Sailor and Sexton. 
Poet. Who knows whether this Rogue has not 
S to Robb'd me too. I forgot to look in upon my Body 
I before I came away. ; 5 | 
cull Char. Had you any thing of Value buried with you? 
und Poet. Things of Ineſtimable Value; fix Folio's of 
75 * War A 5 
on. Maſt. Moſt Poets of this Age will have their Works 
kat buried with them. K 5 * 
„„ Enter Sailor. = 
Pl Sail. There is a great Number of Paſſengers arriv'd 
from England, all bound to the Court of Nonſenſe.” = 
Char. Some Plague I ſuppoſe, or a freſh Cargo of 
Phyſicians come to Town from the Univerſitics —— 
Or perhaps a War broke out. +3." OR 
Sail. No, no! theſe are all Authors, and a War 
never ſends any of them hither. - — 
Maſt. Now, Gentlemen, I ſhall produce ſuch a Sett 
of Figures as I may defy all Europe, except our own 
Play-houſes, to equal. Come, put away. 


Enter Don Tragedio, Sir Farcical Comick, Dr. O- 
| rator, Signior Opera, Monſicur Pantomine, and 
Mrs. Novel. | | | = | 


is 5 Pbet. Ha! Don Tragedio, your moſt obedient Ser- 
any iſ vant, Sir Farcital Dr. Orator, I am heartily glad to 
ſee you — Dear Signior Opera Monfieur Pantomine 
u to — Mrs. Novel in the Shades too! what lucky Di- 
wels ſtemper can have ſent ſo much good Company hither? 
are Tag. A Tragedy oecaſion'd me to die; 
Ihat perithing the 3 Day, ſo did I. 


Fate. 


3 


14 
- Fare. An Entertainment ſent me out of the World. 
My Life went out in a Hils — Stap my Breath, 


the Plaſis of the Eu 


AIR IV. Silvia, my Deareſt, 


Oper Claps univerſal, EE 


Mbilſt I was Singing, Ding, dang, dong. 


Applauſes reſounding z 
Hiſſes confounding | 


85 Attending my Song : 
My Senſes drowned, 


And I fell down dead; 


Poet, Well Monſieur Pantomine, how came you by if 
your Fate? : 


Pantom. [ Makes Signs to his Neck.) 
Poet. Broke his Neck: Alas poor Gentleman! — 
And you, Madam Novel? 
Nov. Mane was a hard Caſe indeed. 4 
A 1 R V. ”T was when the Seas were roaring. : 


1 rather would have laid-in, 


was hard encounter Death a, 


Oh / Pity all a Maiden, 
Condemn'd hard Fates to prove; 


Than thus have dy'd for Love. / 


Before the Bridal Bed; © 
Ab! would 7 had kept 1 my Breath "2 


And loft * Maiden- head. 
Poet. Poor Lady 5 3 — 
Maſt. Twas a bard Fate indeed, 1n. this Age. 1 
Char. Well, my Maſters, I wiſh you well. I muſt W 


take leave of you. 
rive at. the Coats of Nonſenſe. | 
Poet. Gentlemen, if you pleaſe III 


Way. 


If you follow. bi Path you'll ar- 

Exit Charon. 

1ew you the 
 LEweunt, 

Map. 


. 


1 Map. The next, Gentlemen, is a Blackamore Lady, 
who comes to preſent you with a Saraband and Caſta- 
Nets. [4 Dance. 


Enter Bookſeller, and Poet. 


Poet. Tis ſtrange, tis wond'rous ſtrange! 
Book. And yet tis true Did you obſerve her Eyes? 
Poet. Her | $4 rather, for there ſhe took the Infec- 
tion, She ſaw the Signior's Viſage in his Voice. 
a Book. Did you not mark, how the melted when he 
"For I faw her like another Dido I ſaw her 


Heart riſe up to her Eyes, and drop down again to her 


Ears. 
Book. That a Woman of ſo much Senſe as the God- 
deſs of Nonſenſe, ſhould be taken thus at firſt Sight! I 


have ſerv'd her faithfully theſe thirty Years as a Book - 


ſeller in the upper World, and never knew her guilty 


of one Folly before. 
Poet. Nay certainly, Mr. Curry, you know as much 
of her, as any Man. | 


Book. I think J ought, I am ſure I have made as 


large Oblations to her, as all 7/arwick-Lane and Pa- 
ter-Noſter- Row. | 5 g 
Poet. But is ſhe, this N ight, to be married to Sig- 
nior Opera? | 3 
Zoot. This is to be the Bridal Night. —— Well, 
this will be the ſtrangeſt Thing that has hapned in 
the Shades, ſince the Rape of Proſerpine. But now 
I think on't, what News bring you from the other 
World? 1 * 
Poet. Why Affairs go much in the ſame Road there 
as when you were alive, Authors ttarve, and Bookſellers 
grow fat, Grub-Street harbours as many Pyrates as ever 
Algiers did —— They have more Theatres than are at 
| 0-3 5 =. an 
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Maſt. Now, Gentlemen and Ladies, I ſha produce 
| rey wary who is the prime Miniſter of Nonſenſe, and 
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Paris, and juſt as much Wit as there is at Amſterdam ; 


they have ranſack'd all Lraly for Singers, and all * 


for Dancers. 
Boot. And all Hell for Conj urers. 
Poet. My Lord- Mayor — ſhorten'd the Time of 


Bartholomew Fair in Smithfield, and ſo they are reſol - 


ved to keep it all the Vear round at the other End of 


the Town. 


Boot. I find Matters go — ; but I fancy I 


am wanted; if you pleaſe, Sir, I will * you the 


way. 


Poet. Sir, I follow vou. 9 


; Enter Joan, Lady King- call, Mes. Glaſer ring, and. 
Mrs. Cbeat- em. | 


Joan. I ask Leave. 
All. With you, Madam. 
Joan. Clubs, and the King of Hearts. 
Class. Sure never was any thing ſo provoking as 
this; you always put me out of a great Game. 


[ They play. 
Lady King. There's your King, Madam; you have 
calld very luckily this Time — Spadille, there's 


Baſto; we have won our Game. 
Joan. I ſay 3 
. PI play it. 
Glaſs. Then you have loft it: there Is the beſt Dia- 


mond. 


Joan. Was ever ſuch Play ſeen? I wou'd not play 
with Lady King-call, for Farthings. 
King. I have ſeen your Ladyſhip make greater Mi- 


ſtakes. 
Joan. I wiſh you'd name when, Madam. 
"King. J have not ſo good a Memory, Madam. 
Joan. I am ſorry for it, Madam, for you ſeem to 


want one; it * be of uſe to you. 
King. 


3 


of uſe to Others. 8 
Joan. What do you mean, Madam? 
King. I mean that you owe me a Guinea. 


King. Madam, I deny it. 
Joan. And I deny yours. 


Cheat $ Oh fye, Ladies! 


King. It's happy for your Enemies, that your Lady» 


ſhip's Character is fo well known. | 

Joan. It would become any body to ſay ſo, better 
than you. I never ſtole China. 

King, You are an impudent Sow. Ly 

Joan. You are an old ugly Sow, and I'll make you 
know it, 18 [ They fight. 


| Enter Punch, 
Punch. Have IT caught you, Madam? I'll put an 


End to your Quadrille, IJ am refolv'd. ——- Get you 


home, Strumper. And you are the fine Ladies who 


bring her to this. P11 drive all of you. 


[ Kicks them out, and over-turns the Table, 
 Maft. Very uncivilly done, truly, Maſter Punch. 

Punch. Uncivilly! why, Sir, fince this Game of 
Ouaarille has been in Faſhion, ſhe has never look'd af- 
ter my Family; ſhe does nothing but Eat, Drink, Sleep, 
Dreſs, and play at Quadrille. 1 


AIR VI. To you fair Ladies. 


To all you Husbands, and you Wives, 
This Punchinello nes z | 
For Reformation of your Lives, © = 
This good Advice he brings, 


That if you would avoid all Ill, 


You ſpou'd leave off the dear Quadrille. 
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King. I wiſh you had a better, Madam, it might be 


: Joan. | believe, Madam, you forget you owe me 
two. n 
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No 7 yrant on the Earth, bis Slaves 
14 With greater Terrour awes ; "i 
_ With Force more abſolute bebaves, 


bl l f Nor gives ſeverer Laws ; 
I Unequal tho* his Taxes fall, 
1 They re with a Smile receiv'd by all. 
1 How many Beauties, rich-in Charms, 
1} Are ſubject to his Will! 
RF Ti be Bride, when in the Bride _ s ae, 
ol Still thinks on dear Quadrille : 
J Her Spouſe | her Body may. enroll, 
I Quadrille is Maſter of her Soul. 
3 | The China People (Sailors ſay) 
3 Men they have loſt their Pence, 
1 | | Their Family and Selves will play; 
i Heaven keep that Cuſtom hence ! 
tl | For Beauties of the firſt Degree, - 
14 | May ſo be Slaves 10 ſome Marquis. [Exit Punch. 
408 
£30 Maſt. Oehtlemen, the next Figures are Some-body 
74 | and No-body, who come'to preſent you with a Dance. 
TH 
- 18 Enter Some-body, and No-body. 
1} . They Dance. 


= | AIR VII. Black Joke. 


22 EA f 4 
Wn, 2 A, 
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Some. of all the Men in London 2 m, 

1 Or Knaves, or Fools, in Coat, or Gown, 

1 | The Repreſentative am I: 

if No. Go thro the World, and you will find, 

* In all the Claſſes of Human- Kind, 
424 a Jolly Res... T 
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For him, a No- body, ſure we may tall, 
Who during his Life des nothing at ali, 
- But Eat, and Snore, 
And Drink, and Roar, OO 
From Whore to the Tavern, from Tavern to Whore, 
Miß a lac'd Coat, and that is all. W” 


ß. Gentlemen, this is the End of the firſt In- 


- 


terlude. R 


Maſt. Now, Gentlemen, I ſhall preſent you with 
the moſt glorious Scene that has ever appear'd on the 
Stage; it is The Court of Nonſenſe. Play away, ſoft 
Muſick, and draw up the Curtain.  _ 


| The Cartain drawn up to ſoft Muſick, diſcovers the God- 
4 #/* of Nonſenſe on a Throne; the Orator in @ Tub; 
Tragedio, c. attending. 


Nonſ. Let all my Votaries prepare 
To celebrate this joyful Day. "hats 

Maſt. Gentlemen, obſerve what a Lover of Recita- 

tivo, Nonſenſe is. 3 . 

Nonſ. Monſieur Pantomine / you are welcome. 
Pant. | Cuts a Caper. 2 
Nonſ. Alas, poor Gentleman! he is modeſt: you 
may ſpeak; no Words offend, that have no Wit in 
ther. 5 | 

Maß. Why, Madam Nonſenſe, don't you know that 
Monſieur Pantomine is dumb? — and yet let me tell | 
you, he has been of great Service to you. he is 
the only One of your Votaries that ſets People aſleep 
; — With 
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Two Tragedies I wrote, and wrote for you; 


tals. 


40 The — of the Town. 


without Talking. Bur here's Don Tragedia will make N 
Noiſe enough. 


Trag. Yes, Tragedio is indeed my Name, 


Long ſince recorded in the Rolls of Fame, Ki 8 


At Lincolns- Inn, and eke at Drury- Lane. 5 
Let everlaſting Thunder ſound my Praiſe, 
And forked. Light'ning in my Scutcheon blaze; 


To Shakeſpear, Johnſon, Dryden, Lee, or Rowe, 


T not a Line, no, not a Thought, do owe. 


Me, for my Novelty, let all adore, 


For, as I wrote, none ever wrote before. 
Nonſ. Thou art doubly welcome, welcome. 
Trag. Thar Welcome, yes, that Welcome is my 
Due, : 
And, ,had not Hiſſes, Hiſſes me diſmay d, 
By this, I'd writ Two- ſcore, Two-ſcore: by Ja d. 
Maff. By Jay'd! ay, that's another E 
rhe Don's; ; he does not only glean up all the Bad 
Words of other Authors, but makes new Bad Words 


of his own. 


Sir Farc. Nay, i'gad, I have made New Words, 
and Tpoil'd old ones tbo, if you talk of that; I have 
made Foreigners break Engliſh, and Engliſhmen break 
Latin.—1 have as great a Confuſion of Languages in 
my Play, as was at the Building of Babel. 


Maß. And ſo much the more extraordinary, becauſe 


the Author underſtands no == at all. 
Sir Farc. No Language at all! — Stap my Vi- 


Maſt. But Sir Farcical, I. hear you bad once an In- 
tention to introduce a Set of Marrow- bones and Clea- 
vers upon the Stage. 

Sir Farc. Tis true: And I did produce one Bone, 


bur it ſtuck ſo confoundedly in the Stomach of the 


Audience, that I was obliged to drop the Project. 
Now. Dr. ns I haye e of wo | 


Orat. 


xcellence of 


* 


The Pleaſer of the Town. ar 
Orat. Ay, and you might have heard me too, 1 
bawPd lowd enough, I'm ſure. | 


Maſt. She might have heard you: But if ſhe had 
underſtood your Advertiſements, I will believe Nonſenſe 
to have more Underftanding than Apollo. 


Orat. Have underſtood me, Sir! what has Under- 


ſtanding to do? My Hearers would be diverted, and 


they are ſo, — which could not be if Underſtand» 
ing were neceſſary, —— becauſe very few of chem 
have any. 

Nonſ. You've all deſerv'd my hearty Thanks — but 
here my Treaſure I beſtow. 20 Signior Opera. 


AIR VIII.  Lillibolera. 


Op. Let the fooliſh Philoſopher ſtrive in his Cell, 
| By Wiſdom, or Virtue, to merit true Praiſe. 
Ti be Soldier in Hardſhip and Danger ſtill dwell, 
— Glory and Honour may crown his 21 Days 3 
The Patriot ſweat. 
20 Be thought Ereat; 
Or Beauty all Day at ihe Looking-glaſs toil ; 
That popular Voices 
May ring their Applauſes, | 
While a Breath is the only Reward of their Coil. 


But would you a wiſe Man to Action incite, 
Be Riches propos'd the Reward of bis Pain: 
In Riches is center d all Humane Delight; 
No Foy is on Earth, but what Gold can obtain. 
IF Women, Wine, | 
Or Grandeur fine, 
Be moſt our Delight, all theſe Riches canz 
2 ould you have Men to flatter ?, 
To be Rich is the Matter; 
When you cry he is Rich, you cry a Great Man. 


Nonſ. [Repeating in an Ecſtacy.} 


WW vow Jou cry be is . You Oy a Great Mas. 
Braviſ⸗ 
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Zraviſi mo 71 long to be your Wife. 

Novel. If all my Romances ever pleas'd the Ear of 
my Goddcls —— if I ever found Favour in her Sight 
9 2 rob me thus 5 6; | 

Non/. at means D ter? 

N Alas, he is oy Husband ! 

Curry. But tho' he were your Husband i in the other 
World, Death ſolves that Tye, and he is at Liberty 
now to take another; and I never knew any one In- 
ſtance of a Husband here, who would take the fame 
Wife again. 


AIR IX. Whilſt I gaze on cue trembling. 


Novel May all Maids from me take Warning. 
Ho a Lover's Arms they ny: 
Beſt the firſt kind Offer ſcorning, 
They, without a Second, dye. 


How unhappy is my Paſſion! 
How tormenting is my Pain 

F you thwart my Intlination, 
Let me die for Love again. 


Carry. Again! What, did you die for Love of your 

Husband? 

Novel. He knows he ought to have been fo. 

He ſwore he wou'd be ſo. Yes, he knows I dy'd 

for Love, for I dy'd in Childbed. | 
Orat. Why, Madam, did you not tell me all the 

Road hither, that you was a Virgin? 


AIR X. Highland Laddy. 


LT was told, in my Life, 
Dieatb, fer ever, 
Did diſſever 
Men from ev'ry mortal Strife, 
And that greateſt Plaue a Pie 


bai 


Wf 
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For had the Prieſts poſſeft Men, 5 | 


Shed to Tartarug 
ives came after us, 


Their Devil won d be a Jeſi r 
Aud our Deuil a Mife. 


Non. Avannt, polluted Wreteh ! begone; 


Think not I'll take Pollution to my Arms, 


No, no, —— no, DO, —.— no, no, no. FE 

Oper. Well, fince J can't have a Goddels, I'll e'en 
prove a Man "of Honour. — I was always i in love 
with thee, my Angel. | 

Novel. Now I am happy, verily. 

Oper. My long-loſt Dear! 

Novel. My new-found Bud! 


AIR XI. Duſty Millar, 


Will my charming Creature 
Once again receive me? 

The' IT prov'd a Traytor, 
Fill ! he fell believe me? 

1 will well repay thee, 

| For paſt Faults of Roving, 
| Nor ſhall any Day be 

Without Proofs of — 


on that tender lilly Breaſt 

While. I lye panting, 
Bath together bleſl, 

Both with Tranſports fainting, 
$ ure no Human Hearts 
VMoere ever /o delighted! 
Death, which — parts, 

Hath our Souls united. 
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AIR XII. Over the Hills and fir avay, 


Op. mere I laid on Scotland's Coaſt, 
And in my Arms embrac'd my Dear, 
Let Scrubbado do its moſt, - 
1 won d know no Grief or Fear. 


Nov. Were we 645 on Ireland's Soil, 
= There confin'd in Bogs to dwell, 
Far thee Potatoes I wou'd boil, 
No Iriſh Spouſe ſhou'd feaft 5 well. 


Op. Aud thi' we ſcrubb'd it all the Day, | 
Nov. We'd kiſs and hug the Night away; 6 
Op. Scotch and Iriſh both ſhowd ſay, 
Both. Ob, how ble? / bow bleſt are they! 


Orat. Since my Goddeſs is Ai from one 
Lover, may the humbleſt, yer not the leaſt diligent of 
her Servants, hope ſhe wou'd ſmile on him? 

Maft. Maſter Orator, you had beſt try to charm the 
Goddeſs with an Oration. 

Orat. The Hiftory. of a Fiddle and a F iddleſtick is 
going to be held forth. | 

A Fiddle is a Stateſman: why? Becauſe i it's hollow. 
A Fiddleſtick is a Drunkard : why? ? Becauſe it loyes 
Ros'ning. 

Maft. 8 obſerve how he ballances his 
Hands; his Left Hand is the Fiddle, and his Right 
Fand is the Fiddleſtick. 

Orat. A Fiddle is — a Beau's Noſe, becauſe the 
Bridge is often down; a Fiddleſtick is like a Mounte- 
bank, becauſe it plays upon a Crowd. — A Fiddle is 
like a Stockjobber's Tongue, becauſe ir ſounds dif- 
ferent Notes; and a Fiddleſtick is like a Stockjob- 
ber's Wig, becauſe it has a great deal of Horſehair 


in it. 
Maſt a 


The” Pleaſures of the Tron. 45 


Maſt. And your Oration is like your ſelf; becauſe it 
has a great deal of Nonſenſe in it. 
Nonſ. In vain you try to Charm my — unleſs by 


Muſick. 


Orat. Have at you then. 


Maſt. Gentlemen, obſerve how the Doctor ſings in 


his Tub — here are no Wires — all alive, alive, ho! 
Orat. Chimes of the Ti imes, to the Tune of Moll 


Pately. 
AIR XIII. Moll Pately. 


All Men are Birds by Nature, Sir, 
Tho they have not Wings to fly ; 
On Earth a Soldier's 4 Creature, Sir, 
Much reſembling a Kite in the Sky; 
The Phyſician is a Fowl, Sir, | 
Hhom moſt Men call an O Sir, 
Hho by his Hooting, | 
Hooting, hooting, 
Hool ing, hooting, 
. Hooting, hooting. 
Tells us that Death is nigh. 


The Uſurer is a Swallow, Sir, 
That can ſwallow Gold by the Jorum 3 
A Woodcock is Squire Shallow, Sir; 
Aud a Gooſe is oft of the Quorum : 
The Cameſter is a Rook, Sir; 
The Lawyer, with his Coke, Sir, 
Is but a Raven, © 
Croaking, croaking, 
Croaking, croaking, 
Croaking, croaking, 
After the ready Rhinorum. 


Young Virgins are ſcarce as Rails, Sir; 

Plenty as Batts the Night-walkers go; 

Soft Italians are Nightingales, Sir, 
And a Cock-Sparrow mimicks a Beau: 


Like 
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T, Pleaſures of the Tu. 
Lite Birds Men are to be Caught, Sir, 
Like Birds Men are to be B , Sir: 
Men of a Side, 
Like Birds of a Feather, 
Hill flock together, 
Vill flock together, a 
Both Sexes like Birds Wil] —— too. 


' Nonſ. Tis all in vain. 

| Trag. Is Nonſenſe of me then forgetful grown, 
And muſt the Signior be prefer'd alone? 
Is it for this, for this, ye Gods, that I | 
Have in one Scene made ſome Folks laugh, ſome cry? 
For this does my low bluſt'ring Language r. 
At once to wake you, and to make you ſleep? 

Sir Far. And fo all my Puns, and Quibbles, and Co- 
nundrums are 7 uite forgotten, ſtap my Vitals! but 
ſurely your Goddeſsſhip will remember a certain thing 
call'd a Paſtoral. 

Or. More Chimes of the Times, to the Tune of 
Rogues, Rogues, Rogues. | 


AIR XIV. There was a jovial Beggar. 


The Stone that all things turns at will 
' To Gold, the Chymiſt craves; 
But Gold, without the Chymif" s Still, 
Virus all Men into Knaves. - 
For 4 Cheating they will go, &c. 
The Merchant 001 the Courtrer cheat, 
ben on his Goods he lays 
Too high a Price — = but Faith He's bit, 5 
For a Courtier never pays. 
For a Cheating they will 80, &c. 
The Lawyer, with a Fate demure, 
Hangs him who ſteals your Pelf; 
Becauſe the good Man can endure 
No Robbe, but himſelf. 
For @ Cheating, &c. 
| B et xt Z 
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The Pleaſures of the Town: 
HBetwixt the Quact and Highwayman 
What Difference tan there be? 
Tho' this with Piſtol, that with Pen, 
Both kill you for a Fee. 
For a Cheating, KG 
The Husband cheats bis loving . Je, 
And to a Miſtreſs goes, 
Mpile ſhe at home, to eaſe her Life, 
Carouſes with the Beaus. 
For a cheating, &c. 
The Tenant doth the Steward nick, 
(Co low this Art we find,) 
The Steward doth his Lordſbip trick, 
My Lord tricks all Mankind. | 
For. a Cheating, &c. 
One Seft there are to whoſe fair Lot 
No cheating Arts do fall, 
And thoſe are Parſons call d, God wot; 
And ſo I cheat you all. 
For a Cheating, &c. 


Euer Charon. 
Char. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, there is an odd ſort 


of a Man o' t'other fide the Water ſays he's recom- 


mended to you by ſome People of Quality. — Agad 


I don't care to take him aboard, not I. — He ſays his 


Name is Hurloborumbo — rumbo -—- Hurloborumbolo, 


I think he calls himſelf, he looks like one of Apollo's 


People in my Opinion, he ſeems to me ad enough to 
be a real Poet. 


Nonſ. Take him aboard. 


Char. J had forgot to tell your Ladyſhip, T hearrare 
News, they ſay you areto be declared Goddeſs of Wir. 
Curry. That's no News, Mr. Charon. 
Char. Well, 1 take Hurloborumbo aboard. 
[Exit Charon. 
Orat. I muſt win the Goddeſs before he arrives, or 
elſe I ſhall loſe her for ever. — A Rap! at the Times. 


AIR 
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48 The Pleaſires of the Town. 


AIR XV. When I was a Dame of Honour, 
Come all who've heard my Cuſhion beat, 
.  Confeſs me as full of Dulneſs 
As any Egg is full of Meat, 
Or full Moon is of Fullneſs ; 
Let the Fuſtice and his Clerk both own, 
Than theirs my Dulneſs greater; © 
And tell how Poe barangu'd the Town, 
u ben I was a bold Orator. © 


The Lawyer wrangling at the Bar, 
While the Reverend Bench is dozing, 
The Scribler in a Pamphlet War, 
Or Grubſtreet Bard compoſing z. 
The trudging Duack in Scarlet Cloak, 
Or Coffee-houſe Politick Prater 
Can none come up to what I have ſpokes 
- #hen 1 was a bold Orator. | 


The well-bred Courtier telling Lies, 
Or Levee Hunter believing; 

The vain Coquet that rolls her Eyes, 

More empty Fops deceiving ; 

The Parſon of diſſenting Gang, 

Or flattering Dedicator, - 

Could none of them like me Harangue, 
When I was a bold Orator. 


Enter Punch. 


Punch. You, you, you. 


Maſt. What's the matter, Punch? 
Punch. Who is that? 


Maſt. That's an Orator, Maſter Punch. 
Punch. An Orator — What's that? 


e Plenſures of the Toun. 42 

| Maft, Why an Orator is, is agad I can't tell what; 

he is a Man that no body dares diſpute with. | 
Punch. Say you ſo, I'll be with him preſently, — _ 

Bring out my Tub there PH diſpute with you,. 


4 


I'll warrant ——1 am a Muggletonian. 
Orat. I am not. e 
Punch. Then you are not of my Opinion. | 
Orat. Sirrah, I know that you and your whole 
Tribe would be the Death of me; bur I am refoly'd to 
proceed to confute you as I have done hitherto, and 
as long as I have Breath you ſhall hear me, and I hope 
I have Breath enough to blow you all out of the 
World. ö 9 
Punch. If Noiſe will. 
Orat. Sir, I 155 
Punch. Hear me, Sir. Z 
| Nonſ. Hear him — hear him — hear him: 
AIR XVI. Hey Barnaby, take it for Warning. 
Punch. Vo Tricks ſhall ſave your Bacon, 
| Orator, Orator, you are miſtaken 5 
Punch will not be thus confuted, | 
Bring forth your Reaſons or you are nonſuited; 
„„  Heigh ho. 
No Tricks ſhall ſave your Bacon, 
| Orator, Orator, you are miſtaken. 
Orat. Inſtead of Reaſons advancing, 
Let the Diſpute be concluded by dancing. 
FmRRRER_”©D TT OO—\Fwvu” 
Nonſ. Tis all in vain: A Virgin I wilt live; and oh 
great Signior pr'ythee take this Chaplet, and ſtill wear 
E  - +; 3 
Trag. And does great Nonſenſe then at length determine 
Too give the Chaplet to that Singing Vermin? 
Nonſ. T do. 
Trag. Then Opera come on, and let us try, - 
Whether ſhall wear the Chaplet, You or I. 
=, = 2 AIR 


50 the Pleunes of the Town, 
38s f ATR XVII. Be kind . 


Nov. 05 , ſpare to rate bit precious iLife away; 

So weer a Voice muſt ſure your Paſſion lay: 
Oh hear his gentle Murmurs firſt, and then, 
If you can kill him, I will ry Amen. : 


Trag. since but a Song you ask, a Song T1 hear; | 
But tell Wah char laſt Song is his laſt Prayer. 


A4 R XVIII. 


__ Op... Barbarous cruel Man, 
PII ing thus while I'm dying, I'm dying like a Swan, 
Pm dying like a Swan, ; 
A Swan, 
A Swan, © 
With my — all pale and wan. 
More fierce art thou than Pyrates, 
Than Pyrates, | 
Mhom the Syrens Muſick A, 
Alarms, 
Diſarms; 
More fierce than Men on the high Roads, 
On the high - - - Roads, 
On the high - - Roads. 
More fierce than Men on the high "Py 
F/hom Polly Peachum warms. 
The Devil 
Was made civil, 
By Orpheus' zuneful Charms; ; 
And ca = 


He gentler prove than Afr: ? 


Trag. I cannot do it [Sheaths bis Sword. 
Methinks I feel my Fleſh congeal'd to Bone, 
And know not when I'm Fleſh and Blood, or Stone. 
Pant. [Runs ſeveral times round the Stage. : 
| : N Non, 


The Pleaſures of the un. Fer 
Nonſ. Alas, what means Monſieur. Pantomine? 
Curry. By his pointing to his Head, I rech be 

would have the Ghaplet. | pgs 
Nonſ. Pretty Youth! 


Nov. Ob, my Dear, how ſhall I expreſs the Trouble by | 
of my Soul? 1 


Op. If there be Sympathy in "Ws I'm fure I felt 
it — for I was in a damnable Fright too. 
Nov. Give me a Buſs then. 


AIR XIX. a the e Tree. 


In vain a Thouſand Heroes and Kings 
Sͤbould court me to their Arms, 
In vain ſhould give me a Thouſand fine Things, 
For thee Id reſerve my Charms 


On that dear Breaft, intr anc'd in 7 G 
Ob, let me ever be. 


Op. Ob, how I will kiſs thee, 
Hew PII embliſs thee, © 
When thoii art u- bed with me. 


Noi. repeats.] Ob, bow I will kiſs thee, &c. 


Sir Farc. Since nothing but a Song will do, 1 wil 
have my Song too. | 
Maſt. Gentlemen, pray obſerve and take notice how 

Sir Farcical's Song ſets Nonſenſe aſleep. 


ATR XX. Hunt the Squirrel. 
Can wy Goddeſs then forget 
Paraphonalia, 
Paraphonalia? 
Can ſhe the Crown on another Head 2 
Than of her Paraphonalia? 
I that had not done too, 
Remember my Bone too, 
My Bone, my Bone, my Bone : 
Sure my Goddeſs never can 
Forget my Marrowbone. 
KS. 


* 
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Cur. Nonſenſe | is aſleep. 
- Trag. Oh, ye immortal Powers! 


Sir Far. If any ae can wake her, tis a Dance. | 
_ Ones. A Dance A Dance—— a Dance. 5 


| * Charon. 


Maſt. How now, Charon? you are not to enter yet. 

Char, To enter, Sir! Alack- a- day! we are all un- 
done: here is a Conſtable, and Mr. IO the 
Precpyecrian Parſon, coming in. 


Ener Murder · text be Conſtable. 


Cinf. Are you the Maſter of the * 

Maſi. Yes, Sir. 

Conſt. Then you muſt along with me, sir; I have 
a Warrant for you, Sir. 

Maſt. For what? | 

Murd. For abuſing Nonſenſe, Sirrab. | 

Coop. People of Quality are not to have their Di- 
yerſions libell'd at this Rate. 


Murd. No, Sirrah; nor the Saints are not to be 
abus d neither. 5 
Maſt. Of what do you accuſe me, Gentlemen? 

 Murd. Verily I ſmell a great deal of A bomi- 
nation and Prophaneſs a Smell of Brimſtone of- 
fendeth my Noſtrils, a Puppet-Show is the Devil's 
Houſe, and I will burn it ſhall you abuſe NVonſenſe, 
when the whole Town ſupports it? 

Maſi. Pox on't, had this Fellow ſtaid a few Mo- 
ments longer *cill the Dance had been over, I had 
been eaſy. Hark you, Mr. Conſtable, ſhail I only beg 
your Patience- for one Dance, and then PII — on 

ou? 

Mard. Sirrah, don- t try to corrupt che Magiſtrate 
with thy Bribes — here ſhall be no Dancing 


| verily 


- 


Piece of Charity to take her to my ſelf for a Rand- 
Conf. Very pretty, very pretty e Ma- 


giſtrates are to be ahus'd at this Rate the Devil 
may be a Conſtable for me Harkee, Madam, do 


ſtice of Peace by Night. 


} 


The Plas of the m ; to 


verily i it is a Prophane Myſtery, and bath i in it a ſuper- 
fluity of Abomination. 


Nov. W har does this Fellow of a Conſtable mean 
byi — pq. our Play? — 2 


Al R XXI. Fair Dorinda. TY 


Oh Mr. Conſtable, 
 BDrunken Raſcal, 
Would I bad thee at the Roſe. 
May'ft thou be beaten, 
 Hang'd up and eaten, 
May'ft thou be eaten, eaten, 
Eaten, eaten, 
Eaten by the Carrion Crows. 
The Filth that lies in Common Shores, 
| May it ever lie in thy Noſe, 
May it ever 
Lie in thy Noſe, 
Oh may it lie in thy Noſe. 


Maß. Mollifie yourſelf, bade 1 ' 
Murd. Verily that is a pretty Creature, it were a 


8 


maid — [ Hide. 


you know who we are? 
Nov, A Rogue, Sir. 
Conſt. Madam, I'm a Conſtable by Day, and a Ju- 


Nov. That is a Buzzard by Day, and an Owl by 
"_ | 


Ez AIR 


* 


| Cont. Why, Madam, do you give ſuch Words as theſe 


Nov. Oh, Mr. Murder tent, you, Jam ſure, are the 


l 


| The-Pleaſures. of the Town. 
A I R XXII. New-markes 


To a Conſtable and 5 uflice of Peace ? 
fancy you'll: better know how to ſpeak, - 
By that time you've been in Bridewell a Weeks : 
' Have beaten good Hemp, and been 
Whipt at a Poſt; 
T hope you'll repent.. when ſome , en 
ou have loſt. 
But if this makes you tremble, [ll not he. 3 2 


Come down'a good Guinea, and: gow ſball be clear. 


Commander in this Enterprize. If you will prevent 


the Reſt of our Show, let me beg you will ek the 


Dance. 


= 


ATR XXIII. Charming Beth, 


Gentle Preacher, 
Non · con Pacher, 
ene let us take a Dance; 
Leave hour Canting, 
Zrealous Ranting, 
Come and-ſhake a merry Haunth 
Motions firing, | 
Sounds inſpiring, 


We are led to ſofter Joe; 


Mere in Trances, 
Each Soul dances, 


Ma ſic then ſeems only Noise. 
Murd. Verily, Jam conquer'd — 


pity prevaileth 


over Severity, * the Fleſh hath ſubdued the Spi- 
Tit——— 1 feel a Motion in me, and whether it be 
of Grace or no I am not certain Pretty Maid, I 


cannot | 


— 


The Pleaſures. of the Tun. yg, © 
cannot- be deaf any, longer to your Prayers, , I-will abide 
the performing a,Dance, and will my ſelf, being there- 
to: mov'd- by; an, inward working, accompany. you 
therein, taking for my Partner that reyerend Gentle». 
man. | 323% CC 
Mat. Then ſtrike up. 

Enter Witmore, Mrs. Moneywood, Harriot and 
1 : Bantomite. f 

Harr. My dear Harry ! „ 
Mit. Long live his Majeſty of Bantam ! 


Mrs. Money. Heaven preſerve him! ; 
Bant. Your gracious Father, Sir, greets you well. 


Lack, or Maſt. What, in the Devil's Name, is the 


Meaning of this? | 
Bant. | find he is intirely ignorant of his Father. 
Wit. Ay, Sir, it is very common in this Country 

for a Man not to know his Father. 

| Luck. What do you mean? 

Ban. His Features are much alter'd. 

Lucb. Sir, I ſhall alter your Features, if you proceed. 
Bant. Give me leave to explain my ſelf. I was your 

Tutor in your earlieſt Years, ſent by your Father, his 

preſent Majeſty Francis IV. King of Bantam, to ſhew_ 

you the World. We arriv'd at London, when one Day 
among other Frolicks our Ship's Crew ſhooting the 

Bridge, the Boat over-ſet, and of all our Company, I 

and your Royal Self were only ſav'd by ſwimming into 

Billing ſgate ; but tho” I ſav'd my Life, I loſt for ſome 

time my Senſes, and you, as | then fear'd, for ever. 

When I recover'd, after a long fruitleſs Search for my 

Royal Maſter, I ſer Sail for Bantam, but was driven by 

the Winds on far diſtant Coaſts, and wander'd ſeveral 

Years, till at laſt I arriv'd once more at Bantam. 
Gueſs how I was receiv'd — The King order'd me to 

be impriſon'd for Life: Ar laſt ſome lucky Chance 

brought thither a Merchant, who offer'd this Jewel as 

a Preſent to the King of Bantam. 2 5 | 

_ E 4 | Luck. 
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| Lack. Ha! it is the ſame which was tied upon my 


Arm, which by good Luck I preſerv'd from every 


- 


it. | 


Bant. The Merchant being ſtrictly examin'd, ſaid 
he had it of a Pawn-broker, upon which I was imme- 
diately diſpatch'd to England, and the Merchant kept 
cloſe Priſoner till my Return, then to be puniſh'd with 


Death, or rewarded with the Government of an Iſland. 
Luck. Know then, that at that Time when you loſt 


your Senſes, I alſo loſt mine. I was taken up half dead 


by a Waterman, and convey'd to his Wife, who ſold 


Oyſters, by whoſe Aſliſtance I recover'd. But the Wa- 


ters of the Thames, like thoſe of Lethe, had caus'd an 
entire Qblivion of my former Fortune —— Bur now it 


breaks in like Light upon me, and I begin to recol- 
lect it all. Is not your Name Gon/alvo? 


Bant. It is. 
Luck. Oh, my Gonſalvo 2 
Bant. Oh, my deareſt Lord! $ | 
Tuck. Bur ſay by what lucky Accident you diſco- 
ver'd me. -: | 55 | 


Bant. I did intend to have advertis'd you in the 


* 


Evening · Pf, with a Reward; but being directed by 


the Merchant to the Pawn- broker, I was accidental- 


ly there enquiring after you, when your Boy brought 


your Nab. (Oh, ſad remembrance, that the Son of 


a King ſhould pawn a Hat!) The Woman told me, 


that was the Boy that pawn'd the Jewel, and of him 


I learnt where you lodg'd. 


Luck. Prodigious Fortune! [A Poft-horn without. 
Enter Meſſenger. 


MT. An Expreſs is arriv'd from Bantam with the 
News of his Majeſty's Death. EE 
Bant. Then, Sir, you are King. Long live Henry I. 


- 


King of Bantam. 


Omnes. 


other Accident, till want of Money forc'd me to pawn | 


[ Embrace, 


'* — — _ 
— 


OO» The Pleaſures of the un. 7 
Omnes. Long live Henry I. King of Bantam. 
Luck. M itmore, 1 now may repay your Generoſſty. 
Mit. Fortune has repaid me, I am ſure more than 

8 ſhe ow'd, by conferring this Blefling on you. 

11 Tack. My Friend — —— But here I am indebted 

3 to the golden Goddeſs, for having given me an Op- 

1 portunity to aggrandize the Miſtreſs of my Soul, and 

5 ſet her on the Throne of Bantam; ſo once more repeat 
your Acclamations, Long live Henry and Harriot, Ring 
and Queen of Bantam. 
Omnes. Huzza! 


bs %Y VY 


AIR XXIV. Gently touch the warbling Lire. 


_ Harr. Let others fondly court a Throne, 
Al my Toy's in you alone; £ 
Let me find a Crown in you, 
Let me find a Sceptre too, 
Equal in the Court or Grove, 
LT am bleſi, do you but love. 
Luck. Vere I not with you to live, 
Wo Bantam would no Pleaſure give. 
| Happier in ſome Foreſt 1 : 
Could upon that Boſom lie. 
1 would guard you from all Harms, 
| Hhbile you ſlept within my Arms. 
HFarr. Would an Alexander riſe, 
| Him ÞI'd view with ſcornful Eyes. 
Luck. Would Helen with thy Charms compare, 
Her Dd think not half ſo fair. 
Deareſt ſhalt thou ever be, 
. Harr, Thou alone ſhalt reign in me. 


Conſt. J hope your Majeſty will pardon a poor ig- 
norant Conſtable: I did not know your Worſhip, I 


aſſure you. 1 - | 
Luck. Pardon you ——— Ay more You ſhall 


be chicf Conſtable of Bantam, — You, Mr. Mur- 
3 Ls der- text, 


* 
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5 The Phaſurer of M Dum 


_ der-text ſhall be my Chaplaia; you, Sir, my Orator; 


you my Poer-Laureat; you my Bookſellor; you Don 
Tragedio, Sir Farcical ing: Signior Opera, ſhall entertain 


the City of Bantam with your Performances; Mrs. Vo- 
ou ſnall be a Romance Writer; andi to ſneeẽ my 


Generoſity, 1 and Sparkiſh fall ſuperintend my 
All proper Servants: for: the King: of 


vel, y 


Theatres 
Bantam. 


Money. T always thought he bad ſomething more 


than ordinary in him. 
Luck. This Gentlewoman is the Queen's Mother. 


Money. For want of a verters Gentlemen, 


1 IR XXV. Oh ponder well. 


| Money. Alack how alter" is my Fate! 
What Changes have I ſeen! 
For I, who Lodgings let of date, 
Am now again a Due. 
Phnch. And I, who in this Puppet- Show. 
Have played Panchenello, 
Will now let all the Audience know 
1 am no common Fellow. 


IM Punch. If his Majeſty of Bantam will give me leave, 
I can make a Diſrovery which will be ro his Satisfa- 


ction. You have choſe for a Wife, a Princeſs 


of Old Brentford. 
Omnes, How! 


Punch. When the King of Old Brenoford was ex- 


pell d by the King of the New, the Queen flew away 


with hor little Daughter, then about two Years old, 


and was never heard of ſince. But ] ſufficiently recol- 
le& the Phiz of my Mother, and thus 1 ask her 
Bleſſing. 

Money. Oh, my Son! 
Harr. Oh, my Brother! 
Punch. Oh, my Siſter! 


tle 


Money, Tam ſorry, in this Pickle, to remember who 
lam. Bur alas! roo true is all. you've ſaid: The! I 
have been reduced to ler Lodgings, I was the Queen 
of Brentford, and this, tho? a Player, is a King's Son. 


Enter Joan. 


Joan. Then I am a King's Daughter, for this Gen- 
tleman is my Husband. e 
Money. My Daughter! 
Hlarr * on. © 
Luk. 5 My Siſter! 
Punch. My Wife! 5 
Luck. Strike up, Kettle - Drums and Trumpet. 
Punch, I will reſtore you into your Kingdom at the 
Expence of my own. I will ſend an Expreſs to Ban- 
tam for my Army. 7 80 
Punch. Brother, I thank you And now, if 
you pleaſe, we will celebrate theſe happy Diſcoveries 
with a Dance. 1 


4 DANCE. 


Luck. Taught by my Fate, let never Bard deſpair, 
Tho' long he drudge, and feed on Erub-ftreet Air: 
Since him (ar laſt) tis poſſible ro ſee 
As happy and as great a King as me. 
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I Po. 


2 Po. 
3 Po. 


1 Po. 


2 Po. 


3 Po. 


1 Po. 


4 Po. 


1 Po. — 


-1 Poet, - Mr. Jones. 
4 Mr. Dove. 
3 Poet, W 
4 Poet, EG Mr. Wells jun, 
Player, M.iſs Palms. 
Cat, OS} Mrs. Martin. 


Four PosgTs feeling at 2 Table. * 


3. we are aſſembled here, to write 


An Epilogue, which muſt be ſpoke Tt Fad 


Let the firſt Lines be to the Pit adareſs 'd. 
F Criticks too were mention'd, it were beſt; 
With fulſome Flattery, let them be cramm '<, 
But if they damn the Play = 
— Let them be damn 4. 
Suppoſing therefore, Brother, we ſhou'd lay 
Some very great Encomiums on the Play? 
It cannot be amiſs 
— — —— Nor- Mount the Boxes, 
Abuſe the Beaus, and Compliment the Doxigs 
. the Beaus ! — But how ? 

— — Oh! never mind. 
In ev'ry modern Epilogue, you'll find 


9 


Enough, which we may borrow of that kind. T: 


hat will the Name of Imitation ſoften ? 


. Oh! Sir, you cannot ſay good things too often; 


And ſure thoſe Thoughts which in another ſhine, 


Become not duller, by becoming mine. 
Tm ſatisfy'd. 

— The Audience is already 

' Divided into Critick, Beau, and Lady; 
Nor Box, nor Pit, nor Gallery, can ſhew 
One, whg's not Lady, Critick, or a Beau. 


3 Po. 


wo Þ 


Auth. Fie, Gentlemen, the Audience now hath ſaid ; 


All Po.. — — Tis not made. 


. It muſt be very difficult to pleaſe 
The Task is not ſo difficult, as put; 


There's one thing pleaſes all. 
. — What is that? 


. [in a Paſſion I order you, 


. You are too nice 
Vell, let us now begin. 


An Epilogue's chief Decoration, Wit. 
It bath been ſo ; but that flale Cuſtom's Broten; 


Fancies ſo odd, ſo oppoſite as theſe. 


' — nut. ; | 
For as a Whore is lik'd, for being tawdry, 
So is an Epilogue for ————— 8 


On Pain of my Departure, not to chatter, 
One Word fo very fairy of the Creature 
For, by my Pen, might I Parnaſſus ſhare, 

Pd not, to gain it all, offend the Fair, 

for ſay whate'er we can, 
Their Modeſty is ſafe behind a Fan. 5 


Zut we omit 


To dull to read, 'twill pleaſe you when lis ſpoken, 
Enter the Author. 


This half Hour for the Epilogue —— 


Auth. How / then 1 value not your Aid of that, 


1 Po. 


Pl have the Epilogue ſpoken by a Cat. 
Puſs, Puſs, Puſs, Puſs, Puſs, Puſs, Puſs. 


Enter Cat. 


— — nm in a Rage 


When Cats come on, Poets ſbou'd leave the Stage. 


Cat. Mew, Mew. 8 
Auth. - Poor Puſs, come hither pretty Rogue, 0 | 


D Exeunt Poets. 


Who knows but you may come to be in Vogue? 
Some Ladies like a Cat, and ſome @ Dog. _ 
| Ente 


EOS 


— 
. 
1 — Are, 


of A —_ — — oY * 
* $24 IF, 2 2 — hy 
_ — ba - IT . * * RY 
e * * 2 
r * — In * m * — 
Ne rr” N * 2 — — a. 
» 


————_———_— — % ————_ "REL EE 


Auth. 


& 1 
* — — 
. · . r 
5 amn 


EP IL OS UE. 
_ Enter a Player. 


Play. Caſs / 4.7 aſs! caſs'! Pie, Mr. Luckleßs, ke 
Can you be doing with-that filthy "Cat? [ Buit Cat. 


Auth. Ob / curſt Misfortune ———what-can I be doing? 
This Devil's coming in has prov'd\my Ruin. 
She's driv'n the Gat aui Epilogue away. 


Play. Sure you are mad, und know nor what you fay. 
Auth. Mad you may callune, Madam ; but you'll own, 


I bape, I am not nud r Than be Toon. 


Play. A Canto Pont an Ai ogus— ö 
Auth. 4 — ; 
Only 70 #2. the Epilogue-in Dumb-Show. 
Play. Damb-Show! 
Auth, My, pray, is that ſo gramge a Comedy? 
Aud bave you Tins and Andromeda ? 
A here vou may find ftrange Inciuents intended, 
And regular Iutrigues begun and ended, 


Thy not a Word doth from an Actor fall; 
As "tis polite to ſpeak in Murmurs fmall, 
Sure, tis politer, not to ſpeak at all. 


Play. But who is this? 


Enter Cat as a Woman. 


I know her not 
Cat. lt 
Am now a Woman, lately was a Cat. 
[Turns to the Audience. 
Gallants, you ſeem to think this Transformation 
As frrange as was the Rabit's Procreation ; 
That tis as odd a Gat ſhou'd take the Habit 
O breeding us, as we ſhau d breed a Rabit. 
I warrant eating one of them wou'd be 
As eaſy to a Beau, as kiſſing me. 


1 wou'd not for the World that Thing ſhould catch , 


Criss /car'd Sir Plume 


Fore- gad, my Lord, 
ſhe'd ſcratch us. | 5 
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Zet let not that deter you from your Sport, 

Tou'll find my Nails are par'd exceeding ſhort. 

But — Ha ! — what Murmurs thro' the Benches roam ! 
The Husbands cry —— we've Cat enough at home. 
This Transformation can be ſtrange to no Man, 
There's a great Likeneſs 'twixt a Cat and Woman. 

Chang d by her Lover's earneſt Prayers, we're told, 
A Cat was, to a beauteous Maid of old. 
Cou'd modern Husbands thus the Gods prevail on 
Oh gemini! what Wife wou'd have no Tail on. 
Puſs wou'd be ſeen where Madam lately ſat, 
And ev'ry Lady Townley be a Cat. 

Say, all of you, whoſe Honey-moon is over, 
What wou'd you give ſuch Changes to diſcover ; 
And waking in the Morn, inſtead of Bride, 
To find poor Puſſy purring by your Side. 

Say, gentle Husbands, which of you wou'd curſe, 
And cry, my Wife is alter d for the worſe? 
Shou'd to our Sex the Gods like Juſtice ſhow, 


And at our Pray'rs transform our Husbands too, 


Many a Lord, who now his Fellows ſcorns, 
Wou'd then exceed a Cat by nothing — but his Horns, 


o Plenty then wou'd be thoſe Foes to Rats, 


Henly might prove that all Mankind are Cats. 
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